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Hands  lie  still  as  the  mantle  clock  marks  the  passing. 
Beating . . . Pressing. 

Knuckles  whiten  beneath  brown-creased  skin.  Veins  rise, 
crisscrossed-  blue  with  life.  Flowing  on. . . flowing  on. 

Fingers  wide:  thick  with  callous,  resting  on  cool 
stacks.  Leathery  palms  refect  the  smoothness.  Papers:  inked 
with  so  many  words.  All  waited . . . 

Crevices  flush  red  darkening  scars  long  forgotten.  No 
dirt  or  oil  marred  the  surface  now.  No  trace  remained  save 
the  splintered  regrown  nails,  carefully  pared 

The  pen  slides  from  between  cold  fingers.  Space  and 
blowing  air. . . still  it  seemed  so  near.  Hands  plunging  into 
rich  plowed  earth;  hands  cradling  the  dying  calf.  Hands 
beaten. 

Hands  cleansed  now  correcting. 


Where  is  the  legacy;  where  is  the  life  ? 


Kristina  Breiseth 


Photo  by  Carole  Sherman 
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Poetry  Contest  Selections 


First  Place 


Reunion 

Run  Child.  Run. 

Across  the  morning  meadows 
Frozen  in  my  mind . . . 

Where  skinned  knees  and 
Bruised  elbows  are  healed 
With  a kiss.  Where 
Hearts  don't  bleed 

Come  back  to  me 

With  your  treasured  crown 

Of  laurel  leaves. 

Don't  you  know 

You  ran  too  soon.  Too  far. 

Before  I even  got  to  know  you. 

Run  Child! Run! 

Across  the  surface 
Of  some  forgotten  time 
Before  the  darkness  comes 
Before  you  trip  over 
The  one  smooth  stone 
They  will  place 
In  your  path. 


Patricia  Hiscock 


The  Executive  Farmer 

His  garden  retreat . . . 

Where  the  silent  sounds 
Of  cabbages  growing 
Soak  up  all  the  telephones  and  trains 
Where  aphids  and  beetles 
Are  enemies  out  in  the  open 
Not  disguised  as  friends 
In  tailored  suits  and  Florsheim  shoes 
Where  dirt  is  dirt  and  weeds  are  weeds 
Where  he  is  but  a tall  worn  man 
Standing  taller  still  while  stooping 
In  a simple  garden  plot 
That  stretches  like  a tiny  path 
Through  the  middle  years  of  life. 

Patricia  Hiscock 


Analysis 


The  Tree  You  Ordered 
Arrived 

Two  weeks  after  you  left. 
Dormant  roots 
Seeking  water.  Space. 

I didn't  have  the  heart 
To  plant  it 
Nor  the  heart 
To  watch  it  die. 

It  reminded  me 
Of  us. 

Patricia  Hiscock 


Second  Place 

On  Reading  **Double  Image*' 

by  Anne  Sexton 

I read  again  your  poem  “Double  Image" 
and  see  reflections  of  my  self  — my  life. 

Women  with  children,  a daughter,  asking 
for  definition  — wandering  through  vital  years 
we  may  not  know  again. 

Women  whose  mothers  are  no  longer  gods 
but  human  — frail,  growing  old,  searching  too. 

Our  yellowing  portraits  cherished  because 
what  we  paint  now  is  too  painful  to  discern. 

I also  remember  summers  of  corridors  and  walls, 
making  trivets  and  key  holders, 
but  little  more  than  that 

My  heart  and  eyes  and  head  swell 

as  I know  you  chose  your  calendars  end  — 

turning  abruptly  from  a mirror 

that  no  longer  contained  a 'double  image  \ 


You  took  my  thoughts, 

twisted  and  wrinkled  they  were, 

and  ironed  them steam on  hot. 

Took  the  streaks  and  folds  out 
and  left  me  with  my  statements 
crisp,  sane 

without  flaw starched,  cold 

but  laundry— new,  nonetheless. 

You  need  to  know 
in  time,  wrinkles  return. 


Julie  Kums 


Your  Voice 


Soft,  resonant,  whipped  with  cream 
broken  by  cigarette  puffs  and 
deep  laughter, 

lulling,  cajoling,  you  tease  me, 

I hear  each  breath  you  take; 

feel  your  sensualness. 

I picture  you  and  am  consumed  — 


Julie  Kums 


i close  to  nervous  breakdown 
need  rest  relaxation;  need  a drink 
saw  her  again  last  week. 

god  knows  how  many  times  in  dreams. 

my  'hand's  shaking  — can’t  find  the  keys 

left  the  password  in  Mercury  beneath  frozen  snow 

too  cold  to  know 

saw  her  again  last  week. 

the  smile  still  shakes  me,  catches  my  breath 
i -need  her  more  than  she  could  know 
and  we  pass  in  broiling  hallways 

say  something  nothing:  hello 

the  brain  cannot  thrive  on  nonsense 
must  not  overload 
MUST  NOT  OVERLOAD. 

she  s lurking  in  some  vapid  hallway. 

Copyright  1981  Paul  Adams  Dunk 


The  Daily  Planet 
Caroline 

every  time  i see  you 

i see  yow  satid  fills  my  mouth 

words  drool  out  of  my  eyes 

in  you're  one  with  eyes  that  shine  like  sparkle 

stars  engulf  the  moon;  i am  earth 

FACEFULLA  DESERT  FACE  FULLA  OCEAN 

Caroline 

every  time  i see  you 
i say  nothing . . . you  echo. 

Paul  Adams  Dunk 

It  Began  A Whisper 
It  sa  cheeseburger  Friday 

i am  sitting  here  with  catsup  on  my  face 
napkins  on  the  floor 
don't  care  no  more. 

Everyday's  a cheeseburger  Friday 
iam  belching  dehydrated  onions  constantly 
even  while  i sleep. 

Who  cares  who  keeps  the  count  of  days? 

i don't,  but  i seem  endless . . . 

just  end  me  in  my  sleep  some  cheeseburger  night. 

Copyright  1981  Paul  A dams  Dunk 


Honorable  Mention 


Significance 


Too  Bad  You  Couldn't  Make  it 


My  friends 
Or  so  I call  yovL, 

Though  at  times  I manipulate  yoUs 
As  if  you  were  but  an  objects 
Put  here  to  do  my  bidding. 

Your  only  purpose  to  fit  my  expectations 
In  order  that  your  actions 
Will  fulfill  my  every  need. 

Someone  to  mold  into  a replica  of  myself. 

So  I won't  feel  so  alone. 

In  a world  devoid  of  meaning. 

My  lover, 

Or  so  id  like  to  treat  you. 

Even  when  i'm  ttsing  you 
Merely  as  an  instrument  to  obtain  climax. 
When  you  become  fingers  and  a tongue 
To  stimulate  my  desire. 

Then  a soothing  voice  and  gentle  hands 
In  the  wake  of  the  trembling  aftermath. 
Any  body  with  arms  to  enfold  me. 

When  the  faceless  crowd  threatens 
To  overwhelm  me. 

My  self. 

Or  so  I would  have  you  be. 

Support  for  my  every  contradictory  idea. 

Total  compassion,  unconditional  acceptance. 
Always  believing. 

Knowing  my  every  need 
And  therefore  it's  resolution. 

Being  what  lam, 

You  could  feel  and  do  all  these  things. 

And  serve  as  a reflection 
When  I look  in  your  eyes. 

Of  my  own  much  sought  after  significance. 

Kathleen  McClellan 


I thought  of  you  today 
as  the  water 
seemed  to 
fondle  me 
in  my 
bath 

subtle  pressure 
gently  swelling 
against 
my  thighs 
your 
calloused 
hands 

warm  streams 
tr 


kli 

ng 

down 

your  fingers 
tracing  paths 
between 
my 

breasts 
as  the  steam 
rising  wisps 
each 
caress 
envelope  me 
in  your 
embrace 


hipping  rivulets 
of  wetness 
like  your 
tongue 

against  my  skin 
in  a time 
not  long  ago 
when  the  hours 
seemed  to 
slow 
then 
fade 
away 

each  soft  touch 
a smile 
turning 

just  in  time  to  catch 
a sigh 

then  round  again 
trembling  with 
the  heat 
that  seemed  to 
chill 

then  quiet 
as  a whisper 

peace  descends 
Yes,  I thought  of  you  today 
and  for  once  there  wasn't 
any  pain 

Kathleen  McClellan 
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Poetry 


Fantasy 


Come  with  me  sweet  stranger 
to  a far  and  distant  land. 

We  shall  ride  the  unicorns 
across  the  silver  sand. 

On  winged'  stallions 

we  shall  fly 

above  a purple  mist 

and  land  within  a sheltered  grove 

that  only  sunlight  kissed. 

The  dawn  will  see  us  lying  there 
upon  our  clover  bed. 

The  shy  and  gentle  morning  sky 
will  find  us  Eros-fed. 

Our  enchanged  world  of  dreams 
will  know  not  guilt  nor  pain, 
we  shall  walk  barefoot  through  these  hills, 
and  run  naked  through  the  rain. 

Reggie  Murphy 


A Capital  Idea 


Idaho, 

where  Execution 
is  a natural  right. 

Can 't  afford  a permanent  structure, 
so  look  for 
a cattle  shed 
or  a mobile  home 
to  do  them  in 


Stormin 


A sudden  summer  storm, 

Audi  lay  safe  and  warm. 

My  thoughts  caressing  you  — 
Wherever  you  may  be. 

For  so  long, 

I've  sang  my  love  song 
Of  me  and  you;  of  something  borrowed. 
Something  blue. 

I smile  now. 

Feeling  the  warmth  of  your  love  somehow. 
A summer  storm,  and  I — 

So  very,  very  warm. 


Jerome  A.  Atkinson 


Laura*8  Eyes 


When  after  a soft  kiss  or  embrace, 
Hook  up  and  see  your  face. 

I’m  taken  in  by  what  I see, 
those  eyes  that  look  back  at  me. 

Not  only  are  they  too  good  to  be  true, 
but  they  are  the  most  amazing  blue. 

How  I long  to  hold  you  close, 
so  I can  see  what  I miss  most. 

The  color  stolen  from  the  sky, 
and  placed  so  gently  in  each  eye. 

Christopher R.  Dorris 


Lee  Kesselman 


Splf^Au'areness 


Lately, 

there's  been  an 
empty  chair  next 
to  me. 

And  for  some  reason 
I smile  at  it 
as  if 

there  was  someone 
there. 

To  tell  you  the  truth 
there  has  been. 

A real  good  friend  of  mine. 

Joan  Leindecker 


In  trospection 


lam  searching 
the  corridors  of  my  mind; 
searching  for  answers 
that  may  be  difficult  to  find. 

The  corridors  darken, 

The  corridors  darken, 
for  fear  of  what  an  open  door 
might  reveal 

Evenmore  obscured,  then, 
is  what  a closed  door 
does  conceal. . . 

Darkness  results  from  fear. 

Darkness  results  from  fear. 
Locks  and  hinges 
begin  rusting,  too. 

Illumination  occurs  with  courage, 
as  open  doors  likewise  do. 

lam  searching  for  answers 
that  may  be  difficult  to  find; 
searching  behind  doors 
throughout  corridors, 
obscured  by  my  own  mind. 


A Dream 

How  do  you  bury  a 
dream? 

Banish  it  from  heart  and  mind 
and  say, 

"Begone. " 

Were  it  a sudden  fancy  or  a whim, 
it's  demise  would  be  sure  and  swift. 

But  too  long  my  heart  has 
nurtured  it. 

My  dream 
like  a kite 

has  flown  heavenward, 
for  prayers  keep  earnest 
dreams  alive. 

"Just  cut  the  string" 
is  your  advice? 

I’ll  do  just  that  — 

but  it’s  my  heart-strings 
that  hold  it  tight. 

Mae  R.  Mortensen 


Tracy  Hotter 


C/D  and  Me 
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Have  you  ever  heard  of  College  ofDuPage? 

Well  if  you  haven't  then  you're  surely  not  a Sage. 

College  of  DuPage  is  the  Academic  rage. 

Those  high  upon  the  gauge  are  graduates  of  College  of 
DuPage. 

Whether  you're  an  Alaskan  Eskimo, 

Or  a Southern  Georgia  Peach, 

You'll  gain  alot  of  knowledge. 

From  the  subjects  that  they  teach. 

This  honored  piece  of  paper  that  I now  possess. 

Hangs  upon  my  wall  and  brings  me  happiness. 

It  earns  me  great  respect. 

And  shouts  that  I have  knowledge, 

And  it’s  for  this  I'm  grateful, 

To  this  inimitable  College. 

Now  I beg  your  leave. 

For  I must  go  you  see. 

But  this  is  not  the  end. 

There  'll  always  be. ..  C/D  and  me. 

Haroldeana  Markel  (Bunny) 


The  Achievement  of  Love 


Begin  with  people,  laugh,  dance,  music  in  the  air. 
Eyes  upon  eyes,  ears  upon  ears,  and  feet  upon  feet 
Minds  intertwine,  hearts  mingle,  sould  collide. 
Talk  arouses,  feelings  excite,  hands  touch. 

Life  begins,  activity  increases,  joy  mounts. 

Days  upon  days  go  by,  the  rain  becomes  the  sun, 
the  weeds  into  flowers,  and  like  into  love. 

End  with  people,  laugh,  dance,  music  in  the  air. 
Two  bodies  into  one  soul. 

The  spirit  of  love  upon  love,  joy  upon  joy, 
and  beauty  upon  beauty. 

And  again  it  begins,  a new  beginning  at  each  dawn 
of  anew  sun. 

The  love  becomes  the  circle,  the  joy  into  the  high, 
and  the  beauty  into  the  ecstasy. 


freebird 


Deborah  Thomas 


Love-Searching  (For  P,D.  of  RVA) 

I 

Is  there  no  rest  for  us,  the  love  weary? 

Are  we  condemned  forever  to  search  ceaselessly 
for  love’s  sweet  nectar? 

Let  us  hope  not.  Fori,  like  you,  have  tasted 
the  bitter  sweat  of  toiling  in  vain. 

Only  to  have  love  vanish  like  a gentle  desert 
rain. 

II 

And  I have  seen  the  frantic  eyes  of  other 
Searching  Ones  at  Disco  No.  101, 

Gazing  through  wall-to-wall  cigarette  smoke  for 
THE  ONE,  then  for  SOMEone,  and  finally  for 
Anyone, 

Seeing,  alas,  only  no  one. 

Sadly,  they  turn  hauntingly  and  walk  softly  (heads 
held  high,  nevertheless)  out  into  that  cold 
night  — alone. 

III 


Letter  to  Diogenes 

Diogenes,  you  would  not  be  proud 
of  what  I have  lastly  found. 

Sympathetic  truths  so  true 
that  they  override  my  solitude. 

Loneliness:  is  notapetty  pain, 
else.  I would  ignore  its' ugly  fame. 

ITS/,  this  creative  surge  is  deep  within, 
although  you'd  say.  "it's  only  sin". 

But,  Isay  to  you  in  secluded  rage; 
in  the  end  I'll  turn  back  the  page, 
the  words  will  be  changed  — for  good, 
for,  no  evil  will  concur,  or  should. 

Your  blasted  ways  will  want  revenge 
but,  my  souls  delight  will  bend  your  ends. 
Forlorn  bedighted?  No  More,  I'd  say: 
Diogenes,  foresaken,  forgotten,  — A WA  YU! 

Lawrence  Scott  Kees 


.dlgenon.  You  Hairy  Beast,  I Love  You 


The  Wise  Ones  lour  proud  and  homy  friends!  tell  us 
to  take  our  time: 

"You  need  to  party  more,  girl " "Have  some  fun,  brother. " 

"Drink  some  wine,  everyone!" 

But  we  know  — you  and  I — that  there 's  no  time  for 
time. 

Are  they  blind? 

WE'VE  got  to  find  love;  it's  love-searching  time! 

Jerome  A.  Atkinson 


Comments  on  This  and  That: 

Any  rule  is  absolute  only  to  the  lowest  expressible  order 
of  magnitude. 

George  A.  Whittington 


While  the  billowing  clouds 
puff  the  final  scents  of  summer. 

The  evening  breeze  matts  your  fur 
As  you  sit  in  your  “just  so" way 
on  the  sun  dried  grass. 

Algenon,  you  hairy  beast,  I admire  you. 

The  Spring  dabbles  dew 
on  your  furry  paws. 

The  tulips  tingle 
to  your  unearthly  charm. 

The  lake  ripples  in  harmony 
with  your  musical  bark. 

Algenon,  you  hairy  beast,  lam  devoted  to  you. 

The  day  you  ran 
from  the  warmth  of  our  home, 

I wept  and  wept 
for  you  to  come  back 
And  when  you  finally  returned, 

I drop-kicked  your  small  body 
across  the  itchen. 

“Purely  out  of  love, " I whispered 
into  your  ringing  ears. 

The  birds  chirped, 
and  the  stars  circled  overhead. 

But  you  understood 
Algenon,  you  hairy  beast.  Hove  you. 


Chris  Neesley 
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Happy  Nude 

by  Sharon  Jensen 


Proin*  LiyAt  P«vi«ui.  Pop*  7 


Long  Pause 
by  Dean  Monti 


A Drive 
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/ drove  a country  road 
Fielde  of  com 
On  rolling  Mils 
How  I yearned 
To  stop 

The  old  farmer 

sitting  high  on  his  tractor 
"Excuse  me,  sir,  "I  would  say, 

"But  could  I hop  on?" 
and  pretend 

He  would  look  amazed,  no  doubt 
As  I would  have  too 
But  / would  explain 

that  it  had  been  a long  time 
Since  I rode,  open  faced  to  the  wind, 

Down  a bumpy  dirt  road 
Edging  comfortably 

a green  field  of  com 
But  I drove  past 
the  farmer 
and  his  fields 
And  turned  back  to  home 
Knowing  I left  the  country 
Loving  it  as  always 

Remembering  whenapatch  of  it  was  mine. 

Louise  Kolakovich 


A Writing  Rule  of  Thumb: 

The  verbosity  of  any  writer  is  inversely  proportional  to 
his  understanding  of  the  subject  matter. 

George  A.  Whittington 


Power  And  Direction 

I will  always  remember 
the  roads  I've  traveled. 

The  eyes  looked  into, 
the  minds  seen  through. 
Grounds  that  I’ve  stood  on, 
horizons  drawn  upon. 

Bridges  that  I've  crossed, 
jeans  that  I’ve  tossed 
Mountains  climbed 
deserts  with  endless  sunshine. 

I will  always  remember 
the  roads 
I’ve  traveled 
F or  they  have  taken  the 
badlands  of  my  memory 
and  formed  new  roads  to  travel 
Inhere  now,  I could  never 
get  lost. 

Only  find  another  way. 

Joan  Leindecker 


Slow  Circle 

It’s  a slow  circle:  this  world  of  Earth. 

If  only  the  wrestling  grasses^could  feel  its  turn. 
If  only  the  changing  tides  could  yearn. 

Similar  to  myself,  this  confused  search; 
Turning  in  days  and  living  to  find 
What  questions?  What  answers?  Truth: 

If  only  I were  a blade  in  the  grasses. 

If  only  I were  a wave  lost  in  tide, 
no  doubts,  questions,  worries,  or  truths. 

Lawrence  Scott  Kees 


Your  Springtime  Heart 
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I see  you 

little  girl 
So  warm  so  dear 

your  bright  eyes  shining  peacefully  today 
Tell  me  of  your  soul 

content  in  the  important  way 
Your  blue  eyes  shimmer 

soft  as  a moonlit  ocean 

Your  smile  springs  from  the  comers  of  your  mouth 
Making  your  cheeks  round 

and  looking  pleased  with  yourself 
And  why  shouldn 't  you  be? 

I'm  pleased  with  you  too. 

Although  I will  go  away  soon 

and  miss  to  see  you  grow 
I will  remember  the  sweet  heart 
I saw  through  your  eyes 
Being  satisfied  to  say 
in  years  to  come 
That  I shared  some  moments 
in  the  spring  of  her  life 
When  her  eyes  shimmered  blue 
of  an  early  morning  hue 
And  her  soft  voice  beckoned  to  play 
in  the  water  just  a little  more. 

So  we  did  enjoy  the  days 

watching  your  free  spirit  stretch  out 
Filling  mine  with  the  joy 

of  your  springtime  heart. 

Louise  Kolakovich 


• • • We  Go  Round 

Gotta  get  gas  before  we  start, 

At  last  we  re  off  to  the  supermart. 

Two  by  two  and  one  in  the  cart. 

On  a cold  and  frosty  morning. 

Swing  your  basket  round  the  bend. 

There  s Joy  and  Cheer  and  Bounce  at  the  end. 
Maybe  I'll  even  run  into  a friend. 

On  a cold  and  frosty  morning. 

Round  and  round  the  aisles  we  wind. 

A song  keeps  turning  around  in  my  mind. 
Where  am  I going?  What  will  I find. 

On  a cold  and  frosty  morning? 

It  isn  t cool  to  pick  your  nose. 

And  don't  get  gum  all  over  your  clothes. 

(Is  this  the  role  I freely  chose. 

On  a magical  April  morning?) 

The  baby  howls  but  he 's  dry  as  a bone. 

(He’s  beginning  to  look  like  his  father's  clone.) 
And  he  chants  the  song  of  an  ice  cream  cone. 
On  a cold  and  frosty  morning. 

Fingering  through  a magazine, 

I wait  in  line.  What's  it  all  mean? 

The  gossip,  the  glamour  and  haute  cuisine. 

On  a cold  and  frosty  morning? 


Its  the  children  that  make  me  smile 
and  realize  that 

the  lollipop  has  just  been  licked  ...not  eaten. 

Joan Leindecker 


Where  are  the  dreams  I dreamed  with  you; 
Am  I too  blind  to  see  they  came  true? 

There  s never  time  to  think  it  through. 

On  a cold  and  frosty  morning. 

Ring  me  up  so  I can  pay. 

We  'll  trundle  our  bundles  and  be  on  our  way. 
The  clouds  unveil  a crystal  day. 

But  a cold  and  frosty  morning. 


Mary  E.  Spero 
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Spring  And  Sunshine 


I Am  Spring 

I was  bom  on  the  first  day  of  Spring 
I am  Spring 

Come  celebrate  with  me 

The  experience  of  rebirth 

Ride  bareback  with  me  on  my  chestnut  mare 
We  will  gallop 

Down  suvrdappled  trails 

In  the  green  woods 

Sending  up  whirls  of  dust 
We  will  dance 

On  the  hard-packed  earth 

To  bluegrass  music 

Down  at  the  swimming  hole 
Find  your  childhood 

Lay  naked  with  me  in  the  sun 

and  leave  experience  on  the  shore 

Hold  me  in  your  arms 

Make  love  to  me  by  starlight 

In  the  warm  sands 

On  the  beach 

Open  your  heart  with  laughter  and 
Wash  away  old  sorrows 
Play  in  Spring  rains 

Be  bom  again 


After  a long,  cold  winter 
spring  appears 
to  thaw  out  a frozen  land, 
to  bring  life  back  into  the  trees  and  flowers, 
to  dissolve  the  winter  blues, 
to  shed  the  old  and  to  bring  a new  way. 

And  though  the  sun  was  there 
we  feel  a stronger  presence 
to  share  its  gift  with  us, 

to  give  life  and  happiness  to  those  who  accept, 
to  spread  its  warmth  upon  the  few, 
to  welcome  us  into  its  golden  rays. 

Now  I have  found  you 

And  it  is  you  who  are  my  spring  and  my  sunshine 
For  as  the  spring  you  appeared^ 
to  thaw  my  frozen  soul, 
to  bring  life  to  my  heart, 
to  dissolve  my  blues, 

to  shed  the  old  and  to  bring  me  new  ways. 

Andos  the  sun  you  were  there 

but  now  in  a stronger  presence 
to  share  your  gifts  with  me 

to  give  me  life  and  happiness  because  I accept  you  now 

to  spread  your  warmth  upon  me 

to  welcome  me  into  the  golden  rays  you  shine 

P^ggy  Scott 


Ginnie  Seamann 


After  Dark  Has  Fallen 


Crawl  thru  the  woods 
this  pitch  evening 
on  the  island  strait; 

To  summon  the  courage 
from  some  outfrozen  acid  batteries 
To  stand  like  an  evolved  beast 
uncowed 

by  the  thunder  flash 
of  kingdoms  of  nature, 
kingdoms  of  men. 

To  rise  like  a birthright 
in  shadowed  depression  hood 
To  shout  and  jump 
and  s tamp 

and  cry 

like  a being 

filled  with  the  riotous  joy 
of  creation 

and  create 
LIFE 

on  the  seventh  day 
after  dark 
has  fallen 

Lee  Kesselman 


by  Craig  Gustafson 
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SboRt  StORy 

A Gift  To  Grow  On 
by  Valerie  J.  Sieloff 


was  still  early,  the  sun  was  just  peaking  above  the  corn- 
field. washing  the  farm  in  its  red  glow,  as  she  padded  her  way 
downstairs  into  the  cold,  dark  kitchen.  Believe  it  or  not,  this 
was  her  favorite  time  of  the  day,  everything  was  so  fresh  and 
new,  like  a chance  to  start  all  over  again.  To  her,  Ann,  that 
was  the  only  reason  to  get  up  so  early,  to  see  the  world  in  this 
light.  Everything  seemed  so  hopeful.  Today  was  a special  day 
for  both  her  and  her  daughter,  Jenny.  Jenny  would  be  cele- 
brating her  16th  year  as  Jennifer  Ann  Wilson. 

It  didn’t  seem  that  long  ago  Hal  was  running  and  stumbling 
in  the  dark,  half  dressed,  trying  to  find  his  shoes  to  take  her 
to  the  hospital.  She  wasn’t  nervous  at  all,  in  fact,  it  was  really 
quite  funny,  but  she  knew  she  couldn’t  laugh  because  he  was 
doing  his  best  and  was  only  concerned  for  her  and  the  baby. 
Those  few  years  they  shared  together  before  and  after  Jenny 
was  born  were  the  best  years  of  her  life.  Things  weren’t  easy 
for  them  in  the  beginning  with  the  farm  and  all.  It  wasn’t  the 
easiest  way  to  make  a living,  but  they  survived.  Oh,  how  she 
wished  he  was  here  now.  He  would  never  have  believed  how 
Jenny  had  developed  into  quite  an  exceptional  young  lady. 
After  Hal’s  accident,  she  didn’t  think  she  would  be  able  to 
make  it  alone,  but  with  help  from  dear  friends  and  family,  she 
did  and  things  were  going  quite  well.  Jenny  had  always  been 
so  much  help  to  her.  She  even  wanted  a part-time  job  after 
school  so  that  she  could  help  out  with  the  bills  and  have  some 
spending  money  of  her  own.  She  was  quickly  developing  into 
a young  woman,  with  a young  woman’s  need  to  be  well- 
dressed  and  popular.  The  boys  were  already  asking  her  out 
and  now  that  she  was  16,  she  was  allowed  to  date.  Jenny’s  life 
was  just  beginning  and  she  would  probably  see  less  of  her 
each  day. 

She  put  on  the  coffee  and  started  getting  breakfast  ready. 
She  would  make  Jenny’s  favorite  breakfast,  blueberry 
pancakes  with  sausage.  Somehow  the  tradition  of  making 
Jenny’s  favorite  things  on  her  birthday  was  started,  and  this 
was  one  of  her  favorites.  She  wasn’t  sure  what  time  the  horse 
would  arrive  for  the  birthday,  but  she  was  assured  they 
would  be  there  before  noon.  A horse  was  something  they 
could  not  afford  just  now,  but  she  had  scrimped  and  saved 
just  for  that  reason.  She  wanted  to  do  something  special  and 
because  Jenny  lived  and  dreamed  horses,  this  would  be  the 
ideal  surprise  birthday  present.  Jenny  realized  the  expense 
of  a horse  and  figured  one  day  she  would  have  a job  of  her 
own  and  then,  maybe,  she  could  have  a horse. 

Ann  poured  herself  a cup  of  coffee  and  went  out  onto  the 
porch  to  watch  the  sun  coming  up.  The  farm  was  small  as 
farms  go,  including  the  house,  but  she  loved  it  here.  It  was 
the  peaceful  mornings  like  this  that  made  her  forget  the  old 
plumbing,  the  cramped,  out-of-date  kitchen  and  not  to 
mention,  the  drafty,  coldness  of  winter  nights.  She  could  have 
moved  closer  to  town  and  rented  a small  apartment,  but 
somehow  it  couldn’t  compare  to  the  feeling  she  had  about  the 
farm.  She  had  mentioned  moving  closer  to  town  for  Jenny’s 
sake,  but  Jenny  felt  exactly  the  same  as  Ann. 

Sitting  down  on  the  porch  swing,  slowly  rocking  to  and  fro, 
she  sipped  her  coffee,  enjoying  the  warmth  as  it  flowed 
through  her.  She  began  reflecting  back  into  her  past.  It  didn’t 
seem  that  long  ago  she  had  celebrated  her  16th  birthday.  The 
morning  was  just  as  beautiful  as  today.  She  remembered  her 
brother  Mike  coming  into  her  bedroom  that  morning  to  give 
her  a card  he  had  struggled  over  for  hours. 

“Well,  wadda  ya  think!”  he  grinned. 

“It  has  to  be  the  prettiest  card  “I’ve  ever  seen,  so  much 
colpr,  so  much  detail  and  so  much  glue!  Yech.”  she  laughed. 

“I  just  finished  it  a few  minutes  ago,  what  do  you  expect? 
Creation  took  seven  days,  so  does  my  art!"  as  he  tossed  a 
pillow  in  her  direction.  “We’re  going  fishing 'today,  aren’t 
we?” 

“Yes,  now  get  lost  or  you  can  find  yourself  another  fishing 
buddy.”  as  she  threw  the  pillow  a him  as  he  ducked  out  of  the 
room  shrieking  with  laughter. 


Mike  was  four  years  younger  than  Ann,  but  they  were  the 
best  of  friends.  She  had  wanted  so  much  to  spend  her  16th 
birthday  doing  whatever  she  felt,  but  she  had  promised  to 
spend  the  morning  with  Mike  fishing  down  by  the  creek. 
Well,  she  still  had  the  afternoon  to  herself. 

Ann  could  smell  breakfast,  and  imagined  there  would  be 
sausage  frying  in  the  pan,  hash  browns  and  eggs,  ready  when 
she  got  downstairs.  The  heavenly  smell  of  breakfast 
encouraged  her  to  dress  faster  than  usual. 

“Ann,  Mike  come  on  down  here  or  we’ll  start  breakfast 
without  the  two  of  you.”  Dad  yelled  from  the  bottom  of  the 
stairs. 

Mike  was  already  racing  her  down  the  hall,  dodging  from 
side  to  side  so  she  couldn’t  pass  him.  By  the  time  they  sat 
down  at  the  table,  they  were  both  panting  heavily. 

“Beat  ya!”  Mike  gasped. 

“I  didn’t  have  a chance,  and  you  know  it.”  Ann  said  as  she 
gently  punched  Mike’s  arm.  “You  could  have  let  me  win 
today,  my  birthday  comes  only  once  a year.” 

“Thank  God  for  that.”  Mike  giggled. 

She  was  barely  into  her  breakfast  and  she  was  already 
thinking  about  what  Mom  and  Dad  had  gotten  for  her  birthday. 
Gifts  were  usually  exchanged  after  dinner,  and  it  was  a long 
time  until  dinner.  That  was  half  the  fun,  waiting  and  trying  to 
guess  what  she  would  get  tor  her  birthday.  She  and  Mike 
excused  themselves  from  the  table.  The  two  of  them  went  out 
to  the  barn.  Mike  went  to  get  the  poles  and  she  was  left  with 
the  pitch  fork  to  turn  over  the  dirt  to  find  a few  worms. 

“Why  do  I always  have  to  get  the  worms!”  she  complained. 

“Because  you’re  so  good  at  it.  You  always  seem  to  find  the 
most  convincing  worms  to  tempt  the  fish.” 

The  least  he  could  have  done  was  stick  around  long  enough 
to  put  the  worms  in  the  can.  She  really  didn’t  mind  taking 
Mike  fishing.  She  enjoyed  it  probably  just  as  much  as  Mike 
did.  So,  the  two  of  them  began  their  trek  to  the  creek.  Mike 
was  always  teasing  her  of  late,  especially  when  he  noticed  a 
few  of  the  boys  up  in  town  talking  to  her.  She  could  tell  even 
now  it  was  going  to  be  hard  to  shake  him  when  she  eventually 
invited  one  of  her  admirers  over  to  the  house.  She  and  Mike 
were  inseparable,  but  today  she  felt  was  a turning  point  in 
her  life.  There  would  be  dances  to  go  to  now,  even  college  to 
think  about  in  a few  years.  She  was  finally  growing  up. 

Mike  ran  on  ahead  as  he  claimed  he  knew  just  when  and 
where  the  fish  were  going  to  bite,  he  picked  a shady  spot  a 
little  ways  up  the  creek,  where  the  waters  rushed  over  the 
rocks,  forming  a small  rapid. 

“This  is  the  spot,”  Mike  said,  “because  the  fish  will  hit  the 
rapids  and  get  confused  and  swim  right  by  our  hooks!  Hope 
you  picked  out  some  pretty  sexy  worms.  We’re  going  to  need 
them.” 

“That’s  what  I like  about  you,  your  logic!”  she  had  to  smile. 
“By  the  way,  what  do  you  know  about  being  sexy?” 

“Not  much,  ’cept  it  doesn’t  hurt  when  you’re  trying  to 
catch  something.”  Mike  said  with  his  most  serious  voice. 

The  grass  was  still  wet  from  the  morning  dew,  but  it 
wouldn’t  be  long  before  the  sun  started  to  warm  the  ground 
and  dry  everything  up.  It  was  so  peaceful  here,  just  the  birds 
and  the  sound  of  the  water  running  downstream.  Maybe,  they 
would  spend  most  of  the  time  here,  as  she  really  didn’t  have 
anything  planned  for  the  rest  of  the  day.  She  lay  back  in  the 
grass  andtet  the  sun  warm  her  face.  Mike  had  already  caught 
two  fish  and  said  she  wouldn’t  be  doing  so  .bad  if  she  didn’t 
daydream  so  much.  ‘ 

They  had  to  be  back  in  time  for  dinnor  and  to  help  out  witn 
some  of  the  chores.  So  they  packed  up  their  poles  and  headed 
back  to  the  farm.  Mike  kept  teasing  her  because  he  had  over- 
heard Mom  and  Dad  talking  about  her  birthday  presen^t. 

“Betcha  ya,  you  can’t  guess  what  it  is.”  Mike  teased.  Wait 
’til  you  see,  you  won’t  believe  it,”  as  he  rolled  his  eyes. 

She  had  to  admit  she  was  very  curious,  but  she  really 
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enjoyed  being  surprised.  Mike  was  always  snooping  around 
the  house  before  his  birthday  and  Christmas,  trying  to  find 
his  presents.  Even  after  he  found  them,  it  was  amazing  what 
a good  job  he  did  at  acting  surprised.  He  was  really  a char- 
acter. 

Mike  was  now  running  ahead  of  her,  threatening  to  open 
her  presents  if  he  reached  the  house  first. 

"You  better  now!”  she  yelled  running  after  him. 

Mike  was  pretty  fast,  but  not  fast  enough.  She  beat  him  to 
the  porch  just  a few  seconds  ahead  of  him.  Dinner  smelled 
heavenly  and  she  realized  that  she  was  starving. 

Mom  called,  “Git  on  in  here  and  wash  up,  dinner  will  be  on 
the  table  in  five  minutes." 

Mike  was  already  racing  to  the  bathroom,  this  time  she  was 
running  a close  second.  There  was  the  usual  scramble  at  the 
sink,  with  Mike  leaving  more  dirt  on  the  towel  than  down  the 
drain. 

Sitting  down  at  the  table,  she  saw  that  Mom  had  made  her 
favorite  things  for  dinner,  pork  roast  with  homemade  apple- 
sauce, mashed  potatoes  with  gravy,  corn,  and,  for  dessert, 
dutch  apple  pie!  There  was  the  usual  talk  around  the  dinner 
table  and  Mike’s  exaggeration  about  all  the  fish  that  got 
away.  She  was  really  hungry  and  was  eating  faster  than  usual, 
hoping  the  sooner  she  finished,  the  sooner  she  would  get  to 
open  her  presents. 

"Hey,  slow  down,  you’re  splattering  food  all  over  me!” 
Mike  teased. 

After  dinner  they  usually  helped  Mom  clear  the  table  and 
wash  the  dishes,  but  she  said  they  could  skip  it  today  and  that 
maybe  they  should  start  the  chores  a little  earlier  today.  Dad 
said  they  could  help  him  out  in  the  barn,  so  the  three  of  them 
headed  outside  while  Mom  started  cleaning  up  the  kitchen. 
Dad  told  her  to  take  one  of  the  bales  of  hay  and  bring  it  up  to 
the  loft. 

"This  is  boy’s  work!"  Ann  said,  glaring  at  Mike. 

Walking  back  into  the  barn  she  dropped  the  bale  of  hay, 
there  was  a horse  in  one  of  the  stalls! 

"Dad,  there’s  a horse  back  here!” 

That’s  when  she  noticed  Mom  had  come  out  to  the  barn  and 
the  two  of  them  stood  there  grinning. 

“Is  it  mine!"  Ann  cried. 

Mike  was  already  telling  her  that  he  knew  all  along  and 
wanted  to  know  if  she  was  going  to  stand  there  all  day 
gawking  or  was  she  going  to  saddle  her  up  and  take  her  out. 
“She’s  a real  beauty.  Mom,  Dad." 

“Well,  saddle  her  up  and  take  her  for  a ride.”  said  Dad. 

Ann  could  hardly  believe  it.  She  was  mine.  What  was  she 
going  to  name  her?  She  was  really  beautiful.  She  was  so  black 
and  her  coat  was  so  shiney.  Mike  helped  her  saddle  up  and 
Dad  gave  her  a boost  and  she  was  off. 

What  a feeling  to  be  on  her  own  horse,  trotting  down 
the  road.  She  started  thinking  of  names.  Maybe,  Blackie.  No, 
that  sounded  too  childish.  Then  she  knew.  Cinders,  because 
she  was  as  black  as  cinders!  What  a free  feeling,  her  hair 
blowing  in  the  breeze,  the  smell  of  the  horse  and  the  whole 
world  ahead  of  her.  She  could  have  forever,  but  it  was  getting 
late  and  she  started  heading  back  to  the  house.  This  was  the 
perfect  day. 

Cinders  and  Ann  were  inseparable,  spending  every  day 
together,  in  the  mornings  getting  up  early  to  brush  her  down 
and  feed  her,  and  then  after  school,  out  riding  in  the  fields. 
At  the  time,  Ann  felt  she  could  share  her  most  inner  thoughts 
with  Cinders  and  that  she  would  understand.  Mike  was  even 
a little  jealous. 

Then  one  day  Cinders  came  down  with  some  sort  of  flu  that 
that  horses  got  and  the  Vet  told  her  not  to  worry  because 
most  of  the  horses  in  the  area  that  had  this  flu,  had  no  real 
problems.  He  gave  her  some  medication  and  suggested  she 
rest  for  a week  or  two.  Ann  stayed  with  her  from  the  time  she 
got  home  from  school  until  it  was  time  to  go  to  bed.  She 
seemed  to  get  better  with  each  day. 

^ One  day  after  school.  Mom  insisted  Ann  help  her  with 
dinner  and  she  remembered  telling  her  that  as  soon  as  she 
had  looked  in  on  Cinders  she  would  give  her  a hand.  Just  by 
looking  at  her  face  1 knew  something  was  wrong. 

“Mom,  what  is  it,  what’s  wrong?  Is  it  Cinders?"  the  words 
rushed  out. 

Tears  started  welling  up  in  her  Mom’s  eyes  and  then  Ann 
knew  something  was  definitely  wrong  with  Cinders.  She  ran 
out  of  the  house  toward  the  barn.  Mike  was  sitting  there  on  a 
bale  of  hay  with  tears  running  down  his  face. 


“They  took  her  away.”  he  choked. 

“Where!"  “Why!”  Ann  really  didn’t  have  to  ask,  she  knew. 

Mom  was  right  behind  her.  She  took  her  into  her  arms  and 
Ann  cried  like  she  hadn’t  for  a long,  long  time. 

It  took  Ann  so  long  to  get  over  Cinders.  The  most  painful 
part  was  putting  her  things  away.  Just  seeing  another  horse 
would  cause  that  painful  lump  in  her  throat.  No  one  could 
ever  replace  Cinders,  and  she  never  even  tried. 

“Morning,  Mom,  can  I help  with  breakfast?"  said  Jenny,  as 
she  stepped  onto  the  porch. 

Ann  didn’t  even  hear  her  up  and  around  the  house.  She 
came  back  from  her  daydream. 

“No,  thanks,  everything  is  just  waiting  for  you  to  roll  out  of 
bed.  Well,  this  is  your  day,  what  would  you  like  for  break- 
fast?" she  teased. 

“Oh,  Mom,  you  know  what  I want  for  breakfast.  The  same 
thing  I’ve  been  having  for  the  last  umpteen  birthdays.” 

The  two  of  them  walked  arm  in  arm  into  the  house  and  sat 
down  for  breakfast.  They  were  just  starting  to  clear  off  the 
table  when  there  was  the  sound  of  a car  coming  up  the  road. 
Jenny  ran  out  to  the  porch. 

“Ma,  someone’s  here,”  she  yelled,  “and  they’re  pulling  a 
trailer.” 

Following  her  out  to  the  trailer,  Ann  gave  Jenny  a hug. 

“Happy  Birthday,  Jenny.” 

Jenny  knew  what  was  in  the  trailer  and  ran  out  to  meet  her 
new  friend.  Words  couldn’t  describe  the  joy  on  her  face,  but 
Ann  knew  that  was  probably  just  tbe  way  she  looked  22  years 
ago  on  her  16th  birthday.  Some  day  the  horse  will  no  longer 
be  in  Jenny’s  life,  but  hopefully  he’ll  bring  to  Jenny  the 
freedom,  love  and  peace  Cinders  had  brought  to  Ann  so  long 
ago. 


THE  FIRST  LAW  OF  NATURE  IS,  “SURVIVE," 

THE  FIRST  LAW  OF  SOCIETY  IS,  “CONFORM,” 

THE  FIRST  PRACTICE  OF  POLITICS  IS  TO 
EQUATE  THESE  TWO  ADMONITIONS. 

BUT 

ALTHOUGH  THE  PRINCIPLES  OF  SURVIVAL  AND 
CONFORMANCE  ARE  NOT  MUTUALLY  EXCLUSIVE. 
THEY  ARE  NOT  INTERCHANGEABLE  EITHER. 


— George  A.  Whittington 


Listen  Very  Carefully 


“All  things  considered 
I will  make  my  stand.” 


. . So  speaks  Liberty. 


Edward  Happel 


Chasing  A Dream 
by  Anna  May  Unak 


PraineLtg/ktiJevieuj.  Page  IS 


Thunder  rumbled  in  the  distance.  An  occasional  jagged 
bolt  of  lightning  pierced  the  dawning  sky.  The  April  rain  fell 
softly  on  the  pavement  reflecting  colored  rainbows  on  the  oil- 
slick  pavement.  Mary  carefully  maneuvered  her  tired  old  car 
into  the  parking  space.  She  looked  to  see  if  she  had  parked 
between  the  yellow  lines.  By  the  time  on  her  car’s  clock,  she 
saw  it  was  7:45  a.m.  She  waited  a few  minutes  in  her  car  to 
catch  the  last  minute  weather  forecast  before  she  turned  off 
the  radio.  Then  she  turned  off  the  windshield  washers  and 
the  lights.  She  thought  to  herself,  “Can’t  forget  the  lights  - 
or  else  John  will  have  a fit  if  the  battery  runs  down.’’  She 
reached  over  to  the  passenger’s  side  of  the  seat  for  her 
umbrella.  Quickly,  she  opened  the  door  of  the  car;  hunched 
her  shoulders  to  meet  the  rain;  and  put  up  her  umbrella.  The 
ram  whipped  around  her  legs.  She  was  more  wet  than  dry  by 
the  time  she  reached  the  door  of  the  coffee  shop. 

Well,  she  thought.  At  least.  I’m  forty-five  minutes  early 
for  work  and  I II  dry  out  before  then.  What  a way  to  start  the 
week.”  She  looked  around  the  half-filled  coffee  shop  for  a 
familiar  face.  Her  eyes  stopped  at  Joe.  Dark  hair,  cut  medium 
len^h.  Dark  eyes,  horn  rimmed  glasses.  Dark  grey  suit, 
white  shirt  with  button-down  collar.  A gold-plated  tie  pin 
adorned  a polyester  tie.  A face  that  could  blend  in  any  crowd. 
High  cheeckbones,  long  nose,  thin  lips  and  graying  hair.  In 
short,  Mr.  Average,  himself.  Average  in  all  respects  - 
appearance  and  intelligence.  A classic  example  of  Peter’s 
Principle.  A man  who  had  his  niche  in  life  and  who  on  occasion 
could  not  accept  it.  Somewhat  of  a dreamer.  Mary  slowly 
walked  towards  his  table.  She  had  known  Joe  since  she 
started  working  for  the  company.  He  worked  in  the  depart- 
ment next  to  hers. 

“Mind  if  I sit  down?”  she  asked  as  she  slid  into  the  empty 
chair  at  the  table. 

“No,  c’mon  and  join  me,"  he  said. 

"Boy,  it’s  a miserable  life!"  said  Mary. 

What  s the  matter?  asked  Joe.  “Weather  getting  you 
down?" 

“No.  Joe.  It’s  just  everything,  in  general.  The  kids  are  all  in 
school  now,  and  still,  my  husband  doesn’t  want  me  to  work. 
There  s nothing  to  do  at  home,  but  he’s  pressuring  me  to  help 
with  entertaining  his  company’s  customers.  He  keeps  after 
me  all  the  time.  And  as  if  I didn’t  have  enough  problems,  I 
have  to  put  up  with  that  witch  who  sits  opposite  me.  She’s 
more  trouble  than  my  kids.” 

Joe  threw  back  his  head  laughing  loudly.  “Things  can’t  be 
all  that  bad.  You  know  Mathilda  has  been  with  the  company 
for  twenty  years  and  she’s  worked  with  a lot  of  people.” 

“Well,  maybe  that’s  the  problem.  They  probably  all  leave 
because  they  can’t  stand  her!" 

“Hey,  Mary,  take  it  easy!  Don’t  take  her  so  personally." 
“Well,  maybe,  I shouldn’t  be  working  . . . maybe  John  is 
right.  You  know,  Joe,  I’ve  always  wanted  to  be  a dress 
designer  and  run  my  own  business.  But  here  I am  working  in 
the  file  room  of  an  electronics  company. 

Hey,  you’re  serious  about  this,  aren’t  you?  Well,  just 
suppose  you  did  open  up  your  own  shop.  Could  you  afford  to 
do  it?  After  all,  you  didn’t  make  the  inflation  we’re  in  today, 
but  you  certainly  have  to  live  in  it." 

"That’s  true!  I guess  I can’t  really  afford  to  gamble  right 
now.  There’s  the  kids  — you  know  how  expensive  college  is 
~ and  my  utility  and  food  bills  keep  getting  higher  and 
higher. 

“Just  tell  me  about  them!  I’m  in  the  same  boat,  too!"  said 
Joe. 

“But  Joe,  my  husband  doesn’t  want  me  to  work,  he  wants 
me  to  stay  home.  How  can  I?  Yesterday,  we  got  a notice  in- 
creasing the  tuition  fees  at  the  college.  It’s  going  to  be  years 
before  I can  think  about  dress  designing.  All  I can  think  about 
IS  that  I’ll  be  working  with  that  witch  for  the  next  ten  years. 
It’s  enough  to  make  me  sick.  Every  time  she  moves,  the  office 
floor  shakes.  She  is  constantly  putting  her  stubby  fingers  in 
her  blue  hair  to  keep  it  from  falling  in  her  face.  Yuk!” 

Joe  laughed  again.  “You  really  think  you  have  it  bad!  How 
do  you  think  I feel?  I’ve  been  with  this  company  twenty-four 
years,  and  I have  yet  to  get  a promotion.  Now,  I have  to  share 


an  office  with  that  young  kid  they  just  hired.  He’s  got  the 
right  degree  from  the  right  school,  and  he  obviously  is 
making  as  much  money  as  I am.  He’ll  probably  end  up  being 
my  boss!  Do  you  know  that  fifteen  years  ago  I used  to  play 
scratch  golf  with  very  little  practice?  At  that  time  I had  a 
~ J wanted  to  be  a golf  pro.  But  I had  the  same 
problem  that  you  have  today.  I had  a wife,  two  children  and 
the  same  money  problems.  I only  wish  I had  gambled  and 
gone  on  the  tour.  Maybe,  just  maybe,  I might  have  been  a 
Jack  Nicholas.” 


But  Joe,  I’m  in  a different  position  than  you  were.  My  hus- 
band is  making  a decent  salary.  If  we  tighten  our  belts  a little, 
I could  go  into  dress  designing.  If  only  he  would  say,  honey 
do  it!  That’s  all  I’d  need.  I’d  quit  right  now." 

Joe  listened  quietly  as  Mary  poured  out  her  innermost 
feelings.  Then  without  hesitating,  he  looked  straight  into  her 
eyes  and  said,  “Go  after  your  dream!  You  obviously  don’t 
have  to  worry  about  putting  food  on  the  table.  Inflation  isn’t 
all  that  important.  The  kids  will  manage  somehow.  If  you’ve 
got  the  guts  to  do  your  own  thing,  do  it!  Quit  today!  Get  off  on 
your  own!  You  can  do  it  if  you  really  put  your  mind  to  it.  But 
you’re  going  to  have  to  do  something  about  it  and  not  just 
talk  about  it." 


“Oh,  Joe,  I can’t  make  a decision  like  this  in  a matter  of 
minutes.  I have  to  have  time  to  think  about  it."  Mary  rose 
slowly  from  her  chair.  She  smoothed  her  wrinkled  dress  and 
tucked  a loose  lock  of  hair  behind  her  ear.  A look  of  despair 
spread  over  her  face. 


“It  takes  only  a second  to  make  a decision  — only  a second 
Mary,  said  Joe.  Mary  walked  quickly  up  the  steep  stairs 
into  the  cluttered  file  room.  Mathilda  was  already  at  her 
desk.  Blue  hair.  Beady  eyes,  harlequin  glasses,  white  blouse 
with  string  tie,  wide  face,  pug  nose,  fat  lips. 

”Can  I stand  it  here  another  day?"  Mary  thinks  to  herself. 
“The  phone’s  been  ringing  all  over  the  place.  Where’ve  you 
been?  You’re  ten  minutes  late,"  says  Mathilda. 

"Got  caught  in  the  rain,  Mathilda."  Mary  thought  to  her- 
self, “Wonder  what  she’ll  complain  about  next."  Hurriedly 
she  started  to  get  her  work  ready  for  the  day. 

The  phone  rang.  Mathilda  answered  it.  She  turned  toward 
Mary,  and  in  a voice  dripping  with  sugar-coated  honey,  she 
asked,  “Do  you  remember  that  Acme  folder  I asked  you  to  file 
last  week?  Apparently,  there’s  a problem.  Do  you  know 
where  it’s  been  filed?" 

Yes,  I know  where  it  is.  It’s  filed  under  Acme  Company,” 
Mary  answered. 

With  sarcasm  in  her  voice,  Mathilda  replied,  “Well,  Mr. 
Jones,  the  president  of  the  company  is  looking  for  the  folder, 
and  it’s  not  where  you  say  it  is.  I suggest  you  look  for  it  right 
now.” 

Keeping  a tight  grip  on  her  emotions,  Mary  replied,  “If  Mr. 
Jones  wanted  that  folder  so  quickly,  all  he  had  to  do  was  ask 
me  for  it.  Why  did  he  ask  you?" 

“Well,  I really  don’t  know,  but  I guess  he  can  do  anything 
he  pleases.  He  makes  the  rules  — I don’t,"  retorted  Mathilda. 
“He  only  wanted  his  folder.  He  could  care  less  about  whose 
responsible  for  finding  it.” 

If  I were  in  business  (she  thinks  to  herself),  I could  make 
my  own  rules.  I,  certainly,  wouldn’t  ignore  the  people 
working  for  me  or  treat  them  as  insignificant  numbers  on  a 
computer  printout. 

“Mary,  you’d  better  get  going.  Mr.  Jones  wants  that  file. 
He  wants  it  right  now." 

Mary  continued  feverishly  searching  for  the  folder.  Beads 
of  perspiration  appeared  on  her  forehead  as  she  scurried 
from  drawer  to  drawer.  She  felt  clammy  all  over.  “Where  is 
it?  Where  can  it  be?”  she  thought,  “I  know  I put  it  in  the  top 
drawer!" 

The  phone  rang  again.  Mary  could  hear  Mathilda  talking. 
It’s  Mr.  Jones!  She  heard  him  shouting  over  the  phone. 

“Where’s  that  Acme  folder?  I asked  for  it  over  ten  minutes 
ago.” 

Mathilda  replied,  “But  Mr.  Jones,  I’m  not  responsible  for 
the  filing.  Mary  is  the  one  who  does  the  filing.” 

“Well,  you  tell  what’s  her  name  to  get  off  her  duff  and  find 
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that  folder  and  bring  it  up  here  in  five  minutes  or  else  she’s  ' 
fired.  I need  that  folder  now!” 

Mathilda  put  down  the  phone  and  turned  to  Mary.  “Did  you 
hear  that,  Mary?  You'd  better  find  that  folder  or  you  won’t 
have  a job.” 

Mary  glanced  at  the  clock  on  the  wall.  It’s  only  8:45  a.m. 
and  there’s  still  the  rest  of  the  day  to  go.  ”How  will  I ever 
survive  another  ten  years  here?”  she  thought. 

Mary  located  the  folder  - it  was  filed  in  the  wrong  place. 
She  rushed  up  the  stairs  and  handed  the  folder  to  Mr.  Jones’ 
secretary.  “Here’s  the  fUe,  Sue.  I got  up  here  as  fast  as  I 
could.” 

“Thanks,  Mary,  but  Mr.  Jones  doesn’t  need  it  now.  He 
got  the  information  he  needed  from  his  attorney.” 

“Well,  the  least  he  can  do  is  look  at  this!”  Mary  blurted  out 
without  thinking.  She  shoved  the  folder  toward  the 
astonished  secretary.  Mary’s  face  flushed  as  she  rushed  from 
the  room.  Her  stomach  did  flip-flops.  She  wasn’t  sure  her 
breakfast  would  stay  down.  She  felt  sick.  With  a great  deal 
of  effort,  she  made  it  to  the  nurse’s  office.  The  nurse  sent  her 
home. 

At  home,  Mary  settled  back  in  her  favorite  chair.  She  had 
on  her  favorite  robe  and  slippers.  She  alone  — except  for  the 
loud  ticking  of  the  old  grandfather  clock.  There  was  time  to 
think.  She  took  a sip  of  tea. 

“What  am  I going  to  do?”  she  thought. 

She  remembered  what  Joe  said.  ”Go  after  your  dream.  It 
only  takes  a second  to  make  a decision.” 

“Why  not?”  she  thought.  If  I can  make  a go  of  it,  we’ll 
really  make  out  and  even  if  don’t,  failure  can’t  be  any  worse 
than  the  mess  I’m  in  right  now.  Joe’s  right!  I’ve  got  to  make 
my  own  opportunities.  I know  I can  run  my  own  business. 
And  if  I’m  successful,  I know  John  will  be  able  to  accept  my 
success.  I could  pay  for  entertaining  help  from  my  own 
money.  John  will  love  it.  But  I wonder  — how  will  the  kids 
take  this?  I wonder  — 
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, Prime  Comment  on  Writing: 

nly  the  reader  knows  if  the  copy  is  understandable  — and 
he  may  not  care. 

George  A.  Whittington 
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Order,  . . . Serene  and  Complete 
by  Craix  Gustafson 
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- "“s  filled  with  clocks  of  every  shape  and  size 

Considering,  the  size  of  the  mansion  I was  entering  on  that 
“ bit  of  a shock  to  discLer  that 
the  pudp  little  man  admitting  me  was  not  a butler,  but  the 
owner,  Smedly  Russell-Crawford. 

mysefr  hesaid^“’'' 

“Not  at  all." 


Of  course  you  are.  I don’t  keep  servants. 
They  get  in  the  way.  They  upset,  rather  than  enhance,  the 
order  of  affairs.  Order.  Always  remember  that.  Order.” 

"Yes,  sir.” 

Speaking  of  orders.  I’d  better  let  you  carry  out  yours  . . . 
you  are  Mr.  Capplin,  aren’t  you?” 

That  s right,  Ron  Capplin.  My  editor  heard  about  your 
clocks,  and  . . .” 

“QUIET!!!”  Russell-Crawford  suddenly  shoved  me  into  an 
alcove  and  clapped  a hand  over  my  mouth.  "Discretion,  Mr. 
Capplin,  discretion.  There  are  clock  thieves  all  over  the 
place.  They  want  my  clocks.  They  shall  not  get  them.” 

I knew  it  was  going  to  be  one  of  those  days.  I asked  Mr. 
Russell-Crawford  to  give  me  a tour.  After  scanning  me  for 
weapons,  he  put  me  in  a little  elevator  and  pushed  a button. 
We  rose  through  a glass  shaft  that  allowed  the  passenger  to 
see  the  time  on  each  floor,  for  each  floor  was  filled  to  the  brim 
with  clocks.  No  paintings.  Decorations.  Furniture.  Just 
clocks.  As  we  rose,  I began  to  notice  that  there  was  some- 
thing strange  about  the  clocks.  Something  in  the  ticking, 
maybe . . . 

We  got  off  on  the  fifth  floor  and  Mr.  Russell-Crawford 
showed  me  around. 

“Clocks,  Mr.  Capplin,”  he  said  rap- 
turously. "Chronometers.  Ticky-tocks.  A syipbol  of  serenity, 
security  and  order  that  can  be  attained  In  this  life.” 

It  was  really  amazing.  This  man  must  have  spent  every 
penny  he  made  on  antique  clocks.  It  took  years,  he  said,  to 
accumulate  and  renovate  all  these  priceless  beauties.  But  it 
was  worth  it,  for  everywhere  he  looked  he  found  the  reassur- 
ing regularity  of  time.  No  foolish  television.  No  insipid  books. 

“I  do,  however,  leave  the  radio  on.  I believe  clocks  to  be 
like  plants.  Surround  them  with  a pleasant  atmosphere  and 
the  results  will  be  so  much  more  beneficial.” 

“What  do  they  listen  to?”  I asked. 

“WFMT,”  Russell-Crawford  said.  “I  think  Liszt  is  a tad 
more  conducive  to  good  breeding  than  the  Go  Go’s  don’t 
you?” 

“Oh,  definitely.” 

“Although  I let  them  listen  to  a jazz  station  in  DuPage 
County  occasionally.  Gets  their  blood  going.” 

1 was  ready  to  bolt  before  he  could  start  describing  their 
mating  habits  when  suddenly  I knew  what  was  wrong  with 
the  clocks. 

’’They’re  all  synchronized,”  I said. 

Russell-Crawford  smiled  broadly.  “Yes.  That  is  my 
Sreatest  achievement.  Each  hand  moves  at  precisely  the 
speed.  Each  gear,  each  spring,  balanced  in  exactly  the  same 
Way.” 

"But  that’s  impossible!”  I said.  “There  must  be  ten 
thousand  clocks  in  this  place  . . .” 

“Fifteen  thousand,  four  hundred  and  fifty-seven.” 

“.  . . they  can’t  all  be  synchronized  — the  inner  workings 
“f  each  clock  have  to  be  different,  if  only  by  size.” 

“Check  them  out,”  he  calmly  replied.  “My  life,  Mr.  Capplin, 
‘s  dedicated  to  order.  It  has  taken  me  twenty-eight  years, 
twelve  weeks,  four  days,  eight  hours,  thirty-two  minutes  and 
torty-nine  point  eight  seconds  to  finish  my  work,  but  my  life 
‘s  now  complete.  The  clocks  are  now  fully  automated,  winding 
themselves  when  needed.  They  are  not  electric,  but  contains 
tive  backup  power  systems.  The  panels  on  the  clocks  are 
healed  shut,  that  no  mischievous  fool  may  disrupt  the  order 


by  moving  the  hands.  The  hands  are  all  synchronized,  so  I 
never  have  to  touch  them.  The  only  care  they  need  is  dusting 
and  polishing,  and  that  is  how  I spend  my  days,  cleaning  and 
whistling  and  gazing  upon  my  perfectly  regimented  life." 

This  is  TERRIFIC.  Mr.  Russell-Crawford!”  I shouted. 

“I  know.” 

“But  what  about  thieves?”  I asked. 

He  smiled.  “Pick  up  the  small  Renay/Church  on  the  mantel- 
piece. ’ 

I reached  out  for  the  little  timepiece  and  was  blasted 
halfway  across  the  room.  I looked  up,  clearing  my  head  and 
checking  for  broken  bones. 

“Force  field?” 

“Force  field.” 

“How  do  you  get  past  it?” 

“The  force  field,”  he  said,  “is  attuned  to  my  body  pattern. 
I can’t  open  the  clocks,  but  I can  clean  them.  I have  finally, 
Mr.  Capplin,  achieved  the  goal  for  which  I have  worked  all  my 
life.  Order  — serene  and  complete.  I hope  that  helps  you.” 

It  certainly  does,  I said,  and,  after  taking  some  pictures 
of  Mr.  Russell-Crawford  and  his  thousands  of  clocks,  I left  to 
file  my  story.  Incredible.  The  man  had  every  base  covered. 
It  was  a stupid  thing  to  spend  your  life  doing,  of  course,  but 
no  more  stupid  than  writing  feature  articles  for  a suburban 
paper,  I suppose.  It  kept  him  off  the  streets  anyway.  More 
power  to  him. 

The  next  day  I was  driving  downtown  and 
listening  to  the  news. 

“This  just  in.”  announced  the  newsman.  “Billionaire 
Smedly  Russell-Crawford  was  found  dead  today  in  his  estate 
at  518  Lake  Shore  Drive.  The  fifty-three  year  old  Russell- 
Crawford  was  shot  in  the  head,  an  apparent  suicide.  No  letter 
was  found,  and  no  reason  suggested  why  the  suicide  took 
place.  More  on  that  story  as  details  come  in. 

“And  remember.  Daylight  Saving  Time  begins  tonight. 
Don’t  forget  to  turn  your  clocks  ahead  one  hour.” 
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The  Question 
by  K.E.  Schoppe 


i^s  I stand  at  the  kitchen  sink  washing  the  breakfast 
dishes,  I hear  his  shuffle  on  the  stairs.  His  low  heavy  breath- 
ing becomes  more  audible  as  he  descends  the  stairs  and 
crosses  the  kitchen  to  seat  himself  at  the  table.  He  draws  his 
Blue  terrycloth  bathrobe  around  his  thin  bare  legs  and  stares 
at  his  hands. 

This  man  is  my  husband’s  father.  We  seldom  greet  one 
another  in  the  conventional  way.  There  are  no  “good- 
mornings"  between  us;  we  merely  co-exist  with  little  warmth 
or  communication.  Yet,  this  morning,  there  is  communication. 
He  opens  his  rusty  old  mouth  to  speak.  “Do  you  think  there’s 
an  afterlife?"  he  asks.  “Do  you  think  there’s  a heaven?"  He 
asked  this  same  question  yesterday  morning  but  I avoided 
answering  by  simply  walking  away.  I know  I can’t  escape  a 
second  time  because  the  tone  of  his  voice  is  too  insistent.  He 
regches  for  an  orange,  begings  remvoing  the  peel  and  waits 
for  my  answer. 

Why  should  I answer  his  question  at  all?  Why  should  I 
respond  to  this  old  man  who  has  caused  me  such  grief  in  the 
six  years  since  he  came  to  live  in  my  house?  When  he  first 
came,  following  his  wife’s  death,  I felt  sorry  for  him  and  tried 
to  please  him.  But  I learned  my  lesson  hard  and  fast.  He’s  not 
to  be  trusted.  He’s  a betrayer  of  loyalties  and  love;  a bitter 
old  man  who  finds  no  joy  in  life  and  resents  the  joy  of  others. 
He  feels  he  is  entitled  to  all  those  things  he  never  thinks  of 
giving.  What  right  does  he  have  to  ask  me  this  question 
regarding  his  soul? 

There  exists  an  enormous  gulf  between  us.  We  have 
nothing  in  common.  He  knows  nothing  of  literature,  philo- 
sophy, music  or  art.  He  is  a caveman  once  removed,  motivat- 
ed by  ancient  fears  and  beliefs.  Yet,  his  blood  flows  in  my 
children’s  veins.  Was  he  once  as  bright  and  new  as  they? 

As  I steal  a glance  at  his  blank  face,  it’s  incomprehensible 
that  this  man,  who  sits  at  my  kitchen  table,  was  created  in 
God’s  image.  I would  never  think  to  ask  him  the  same  ques- 
tion he  has  asked  of  me  because  I have  no  confidence  in  his 
answer.  He,  however,  retains  a child’s  faith  that  someone  will 
know  the  truth  of  it.  Does  he  value  my  opinion  or  is  he  testing 
me?  I’ll  never  know. 

But  wait,  perhaps  we  do  have  something  in  common  after 
all.  This  useless  old  man  and  I would  both  like  to  have  an 
answer  to  the  question  of  our  final  and  eternal  destiny.  He 
asked  me  the  same  question  a few  years  ago  and  I answered, 
(^o.”  I told  him  I do  Tiot-beUeve  in  an  afterlife.  I wanted  to 
hurt  him  and  tried  to  do  it  in  this  way.  I don’t  want  to  hurt 
him  now,  therefore,  I answer  “Yes.”  This  is  not  an  answer 
from  the ‘heart.  I turn  to  catch  the  look  on  his  face  and 
discern  a slight  smile.  He  seems  satisfied  with  the  affirmation 
of  what  I suddenly  realize  he  always  believed  to  be  so. 


Essay 

There*s  An  Airplane  In  Our  Yard 

by  Scott  Tomkowiak 


for  some  odd  reason,  the  neighborhood  was  fairly  silent 
that  day;  no  auto  engines  racing  down  the  small  streets,  no 
small  kids  screaming  their  lungs  out.  The  pond,  which  was 
about  a thousand  yards  from  my  house,  did  not  contain  any 
young  fishermen  attempting  to  capture  a three  pound  prize. 
This  is  what  the  suburbs  are  all  about. 

Our  habitat  rests  approximately  three  miles  from  the 
nearest  and  busiest  airport,  so  noise  from  the  gigantic 
flying  machines  are  typical  annoyances.  At  times,  when  one 
would  pass  by,  you  could  almost  see  the  profiles  of  the  faces 
next  to  tiny  windows. 

Remembering  the  calamity  isn’t  so  difficult.  At  first,  you 
feel  the  destruction  through  your  entire  body. 

Coming  out  the  rear  door  of  my  house  and  looking  in  a 
northerly  direction,  I spotted  a jet  just  rising  over  the  after- 
noon horizon.  One  could  already  tell  something  was  amiss  as 
the  ship  was  barely  clearing  treetops  about  a mile  away. 
Trailing  behind,  was  thicker  than  usual  black  smoke;  the  kind 
that  comes  out  of  coal  burning  chimneys.  It  looked  like  a 
tremendous  duststorm  whirling  about. 

As  the  plane  passed  not  quite  directly  overhead,  the  noise 
from  the  struggling  engines  made  the  windows  of  the  nearby 
houses  shake  violently  as  they  would  during  an  earthquake. 
The  jet  then  passed  and  slid  through  the  air  going  south,  still 
not  rising  enough  to  get  out  of  danger. 

Abruptly,  it  made  a “U"  shaped  turn  without  losing  any 
altitude.  This  occurred  about  two  miles  from  where 
I was  standing.  It  seemed  as  though  the  plane  was  coming 
back  to  the  airport  to  make  an  emergency  landing,  though  as 
it  turned  out,  it  missed  the  target  by  miles. 

As  the  jet  came  toward  me  again,  I could  sense  it  losing  a 
considerable  amount  of  altitude,  almost  as  if  the  plane  were 
being  lowered  by  a crane.  It  was  about  a half  mile  away  from 
where  I watched,  when  I prayed  that  it  wouldn’t  crash  in  my 
backyard.  When  it  passed  above  my  head,  the  ship  was  about 
ten  feet  higher  than  the  rooftops,  the  letters  “TWA”  looking 
bigger  than  life.  The  plane  was  then  silent  as  it  glided  by,  the 
engines  had  already  given  up  and  died.  At  this  point,  I 
stopped  watching  and  immediately  dashed  into  the  house  and 
ran  down  the  stairs  to  the  basement. 

The  sound  of  the  crash,  as  it  impacted  the  site  of  the  pond, 
was  a thunderous  explosion,  a mammoth  sound  that  had  the 
characteristics  of  the  detonation  of  an  H-bomb.  As  I peered 
out  of  the  basement  window,  I could  see  the  smoke  billowing 
and  embers  rising  above  the  crash  site.  I was  afraid  that  some 
of  the  fiery  embers  would  come  to  rest  on  rooftops  and  start 
more  fires  in  the  residential  areas. 

After  some  two  minutes,  although  it  seemed  longer,  I 
HEARD  A STRANGE  SOUND,  NOT  UNLIKE  A FIRE 
ALARM.  Waiting  for  a massive  fleet  of  fire  equipment  to 
arrive,  I suddenly  realized  that  the  sound  was  emitting  from 
my  alarm  clock  and  the  entire  event  was  just  a dream. 

Just  to  be  sure,  however,  I checked  out  the  window  to 
make  certain  there  wasn’t  a 747  jet  in  my  backyard. 
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by  JoAnn  Wolf 


K.i\l  That  Spider 
by  Adnan  Hakim 

(Reflections  From  Lebanon) 


If  you  were  to  stand  in  your  backyard,  you  would  have  as 
many  insects,  of  all  sizes  and  shapes,  under  your  feet  that 
may  number  as  many  as  1,000  times  the  number  of  living 
humans  today. 

Imagine  yourself  as  an  earthworm,  sitting  inside  its  hole, 
when  suddenly,  a tremendous  amount  of  pressure  falls  direct- 
ly on  top,  causing  your  home  to  collapse.  What  would  it  feel 
like? 

How  many  times  in  your  life  have  you  had  the  pleasure  of 
smudging  an  intruding  spider  against  the  wall?  What  kind  of 
screech  would  that  spider  have  given  if  it  could,  when  seeing 
that  monstrous  foot-like  object,  falling  on  top  of  its  eight-eyed 
head? 

What  kind  of  pain  do  all  those  creatures  below  our  feet 
suffer  daily,  unheard?  What  would  a little  grasshopper  feel 
when  someone  shoves  a big  blade  of  grass  into  its  mouth?  Or 
an  ant  with  its  lower  end  cut  off,  not  knowing  what  had 
happened? 


You  know,  sometimes  I wonder  if  we  aren’t  in  the  same 
situation  that  those  insects  are  in.  I wonder  if  we're  not  just 
sitting  on  a ball,  floating  in  a darkened  room,  with  a couple  of 
candles  here  and  there,  while  our  creator  watches  through  a 
glass  window. 

I wonder  if  we're  not  only  experimental  objects,  sitting 
around  in  a laboratory,  just  like  many  other  laboratories.  All 
those  people  suffering,  dying,  crying,  and  also  dying  of 
hunger  and  of  famine,  of  wickedness,  of  wars,  or  just  by 
mistake. 

You  know  what?  We  are.  We  are  guinea  pigs,  sitting  in  a 
cage,  limited  to  the  webs  that  we  weave,  being  experimented 
upon. 

We  learn  as  life  continues,  that  further  ahead,  along  the 
road  of  eternity,  some  will  succeed  and  others  will  fail.  Some 
will  survive  the  test,  to  go  on  to  the  next  stage  of  experiment- 
ing, while  others  will  fail  and  be  stepped  upon,  dying  away, 
fading  into  the  great  disposal  incinerator,  where  they  will 
burn,  lighting  up  the  way  for  the  coming  generation  of 
spiders.  The  generation  that  will  move  through  the  crowds, 
the  smoke  and  the  smell  of  burnt  flesh,  trying  to  make  it  to 
the  ultimate  goal:  to  make  a little  web  on  your  mirror,  so  that 
in  the  morning,  you  would  have  the  honor  of  using  your 
slippers  upon  it  once  again,  forgetting  that  you  are  subject  to 
be  treated  the  same  as  well. 
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Panta  Rhei 
by  John  Van  Lonkhuyacn 

“I  gazed  upon  the  whirlpool  of  public  life  and  saw  the 
incessant  movement  of  shifting  currents,  at  last  felt  dizzy  . . . 
and  finally  saw  clearly  in  regard  to  all  states  now  existing 
that  without  exception  their  system  of  government  is  bad." 

— Plato 

Though  written  by  the  sage  philosopher  nearly  twenty- 
four  centuries  ago,  these  words  might  more  appropriately  be 
uttered  by  some  modern  navigator  as  he  seeks  to  chart  the 
world's  course  among  the  political  cross  currents  of  the 
future.  Much  certainty  has  changed  through  those  centuries 
However,  the  events  of  the  present  time  force  us  once  again 
to  consider  our  situation;  whether  we  shall  drift  aimlessly  or 
whether  we  shall  hoist  the  sail  of  resolve,  catch  the  winds  of 
change,  and  fix  our  course  to  meet  the  flux  of  the  future. 
Having  sailed  like  Odysseus  from  the  lotus  land  of  tribal  slave 
and  freeman,  and  having  fled  the  polyphemic  grasp  of  feudal 
principalities,  are  we  now  to  succumb  to  tbe  sirens  of  tbe 
Sovereign  State  with  its  scylla  of  militarism  and  its  cbarybdis 
of  impoverishment?  Whether  its  form  be  Marxist  commu- 
nism, centralistic  federalism,  or  military  dictatorship,  before 
our  very  eyes  in  daily  headlines  and  on  media  newscasts,  the 
bankruptcy  of  the  sixteenth  century  vestigo  is  continually 
displayed  for  those  who  will  see  it. 

Polish  workers  who,  in  Solidarity,  united  to  throw  off  the 
chains  of  their  oppression  met  instead  Soviet  stooges  little 
different  in  kind  than  the  tsarist  generals  who  confronted  the 
Decemberists  in  the  Senate  Square  of  St.  Petersburg.  Pre- 
dicted long  before  even  the  First  International,  by  such 
prescient  thinkers  as  M.  Bakunin,  J.  P.  Proudhon,  and  Benja- 
min Tucker,  the  utter  vacuity  of  Marxist  communism  is  at 
best  blatently  obvious  to  all.  Tucker  framed  it  thusly:  "What- 
ever, then,  the  State  Socialists  may  claim  or  disclaim,  their 
system,  if  adopted,  is  doomed  to  end  in  a State  religion,  at  the 
expense  of  which  all  must  contribute  and  at  the  altar  of  which 
all  must  kneel . . . such  is  the  ideal  of  the  logical  State  Social- 
ist, such  the  goal  which  lies  at  the  end  of  the  road  that  Karl 
Marx  took.”  For  the  individual  Pole,  Afghan,  Hungarian  or 
Czech,  there  is  no  substantial  difference  between  the  tyranny 
of  the  elitist  aristocratic  oligarchy  and  elitist  party  oligarchy 
which  has  replaced  it. 


However,  the  Marxist  communists  are  not  the  only  ones 
with  red  stained  hands.  The  proclamation  of  Dean  Acheson, 
sometimes  called  the  father  of  federal  postwar  foreign  policy, 
that  the  federal  goal  is  the  creation  of  an  environment  in 
which  free  societies  could  exist  and  flourish"  certainly  sounds 
quite  noble.  But  when  one  realizes,  as  Richard  J.  Barnet 
points  out  in  the  very  excellent  Roots  of  War,  that  since  1945 
this  government  engaged  in  a major  military  or  paramilitary 
operation  on  an  average  of  once  every  eighteen  months,  the 
words  begin  to  lose  their  credibility.  Notice  the  cozy  alliance 
between  tbe  federal  state  and  the  “friendly,  authoritarian" 
governments,  as  Jean  Kirkpatrick  likes  to  term  them,  of 
Pakistan,  South  Korea,  the  Phillipines,  or  South  America  and 
the  term  "free  societies"  begins  to  sound  as  hollow  as  did  the 
terms  "relocation-labor  camp”  and  "delousing  showers”  on 
the  lips  of  Auschwitz  guards. 

Certainly,  the  utter  bankruptcy  of  the  Sovereign  State 
has  reached  its  apogee  in  the  absurdist  drama  now  being 
played  out  on  the  center  state  of  world  diplomacy.  There  is 
nothing  more  anachronistic  than  the  spectacle  of  Argentina 
and  Great  Britain  sailing  off  to  war  over  the  Falkland/Mal- 
vinas Islands  and  concommitantly  threatening  to  engulf  us  all 
in  their  wake.  The  tawdriness  of  such  nationalism  was  only 
underscored  by  tbe  sight  of  Galtieri  parading  in  full  regalia 
and  Gov.  Robert  Hunt  departing  for  London  in  full  cere- 
monial uniform  and  plumed  hat.  One  may  be  forgiven  or 
wonder  whether  a road  show  of  Gilbert  and  Sullivans’ 
“H.M.S.  Pinnafore"  might  not  have  sufficed.  John  Reed 
reputed  to  have  said  that  “grand  things  are  ahead,  worth 
living  and  dying  for.”  True  perhaps,  but  this  petrous  piece  of 
pasture  in  the  South  Atlantic,  hardly  qualifies  as  one  of  them. 

In  the  face  of  these  considerations,  we  may  well  want  to 
affirm  with  Henry  David  Thoreau  that  “government  is  at 
best  but  an  expedient;  but  most  governments  are  usually,  and 
all  governments  are  sometimes,  inexpedient.”  But  if  we  deny 
the  validity  of  this  vestige,  the  Sovereign  State,  with  what 
shall  replace  it?  Thoreau  preceeded  these  sentiments  with  a 
remark  which  is  their  logical  extension.  Ascerbically  noting 
the  Jeffersonian  dictum  “that  government  is  best  which 
governs  least,"  he  went  on  to  point  out  that  this  “finally 
amounts  to  that,  which  I also  believe,  — “that  government  is 
best  which  governs  not  at  all;  when  men  (sic)  are  prepared  for 
it,  that  will  be  the  kind  of  government  which  they  will  have.” 
The  time  has  come  for  anarchy. 


— SkoteinoB  — 


First  Born 
by  Carla  Bergstedt 
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f..y,  Freman  and  his  wife  sat  in  the  living  room  watching 
the  5 o’clock  news.  Some  of  the  news  was  depressing,  but 
Tony  didn’t  notice.  He  was  happy  about  something  else.  He 
and  his  wife  were  going  to  have  a baby. 

Miles  away  another  life  was  attempting  to  become.  The 
genetic  scientist  Dr.  Adams  carefully  measured  a synthesis  of 
proteins  and  DNA  and  placed  them  in  an  incubator  lined  with 
more  proteins.  The  elements  in  this  synthesis  were  known  to 
be  a part  of  the  elements  found  in  living  organisms. 

The  living  organism  Tony  snuggled  deeper  into  the  couch. 
His  attention  returned  to  the  news. 

“A  tester  study  conducted  by  the  government  concluded 
that  chemical  exposures  in  the  region  may  be  linked  with  the 
high  rate  of  observed  chromosome  damage.  Residents  are 
concerned  with  the  increased  rate  of  neo-plastic  disease, 
spontaneous  abortions,  and  infants  with  birth  defects.  These 
studies  first  began  when  the  residents  of  this  area  noted  the 
absence  of  insects  in  this  region.  An  in-depth  look  at  the  long 
range  effects  of  RDA  and  other  chemicals  will  follow  this 
newscast.” 

Tony  turned  to  his  wife.  She  looked  well  enough.  The  life 
inside  her  would  be  emerging  any  day  now.  He  saw  no  evi- 
dence that  the  90%  water,  4%  fats,  2%  Sodium  and  4%other 
chemicals  also  contained  .06%  PCB,  .04%  DDT  and  .1% 
RDA.  To  Tony  his  wife  looked  okay.  Together  they  would 
have  a family  and  perpetuate  the  species.  But  then  there  was 
the  matter  of  the  flies.  Insects  had  disappeared  in  Tony’s  area 
too. 

It  was  the  disappearance  of  all  the  insects  in  a certain  area 
which  had  given  scientists  Williams  and  Struthers  a new 
project  and  a new  job.  They  were  to  study  the  long  term 
effects  of  exposure  to  the  chemical  RDA,  a drug  they  had 
helped  to  discover.  At  the  time  the  chemical  was  accepted 
immediately  for  its  ability  to  defy  chemical  compositional 
changes.  It  lasted  forever  which  made  it  useful.  It  lasted 
forever  which  made  its  wastes  difficult  to  dispose  of. 

Even  though  scientists  Williams  and  Struthers  findings 
on  the  long  term  effects  of  exposure  to  RDA  were  not  com- 
plete, they  had  appeared  on  a news  special  which  was  to 
follow  the  five  o’clock  news. 

The  five  o’clock  newsman  informed  Tony  that  there  would 
be  a commercial  break.  Tony’s  attention  wavered,  went  to  his 
wife  again.  She  was  knitting  now,  knitting  a blue  booty  for 
their  new  son.  Both  Tony  and  his  wife  wanted  a boy  for  their 
first  born  and  they  were  always  taught  to  think  positive. 
Tony  smiled  and  went  back  to  watching  the  news  program 
which  had  returned  from  its  commercial  break.  The  TV 
anchorman  told  Tony  that: 

’’Scientist  Dave  Adams  began  his  research  in  genetics 
today.  After  the  controversy  surrounding  genetics  in  the 
1970’s  and  early  1980’s,  the  laws  were  modified  to  encourage 
scientists  to  explore  life.  After  years  of  research.  Dr.  Adams 
is  hopeful  about  the  outcome.” 

Dr.  Adams  had  been  watching  the  incubator  for  hours 
before  he  decided  that,  ”a  watched  pot  never  boils.”  He  knew 
the  traces  of  life  he  sought  would  be  evident  within  a matter 
of  twenty-four  hours.  He  decided  to  leave  and  not  return  until 
then.  Perhaps  he  would  go  home,  catch  up  on  his  reading  and 
watch  TV.  There  was  a special  on  the  chemical  RDA  based  on 
the  research  by  his  colleagues  he  didn’t  want  to  miss. 

Tony  did  not  get  to  see  the  special  on  the  chemical  RDA 
and  its  long  term  effects.  His  wife  began  to  have  contractions 
during  the  weather  report.  Tomorrow  would  be  hot  and 
sunny.  The  ozone  advisory  issued  three  days  ago  would  still 
be  in  effect. 

Dr.  Struthers  took  a deep  breath.  He  felt  his  chest  tighten. 


’’There  must  be  a high  level  of  ozone  today.”  thought  Dr. 
Struthers  as  he  walked  to  his  car. 

He  thought  of  Dr.  Williams  then.  It  was  Dr.  Williams  who 
first  discovered  that  the  propellents  in  spray  cans  break  up 
the  ozone  layer  in  the  earths  atmosphere.  If  the  ozone  layer 
had  been  destroyed,  life  as  it  was  known  would  not  exist. 

As  Tony  was  driving  his  wife  to  the  hospiul,  he  thought  of 
the  new  life  which  would  be  with  them  when  they  returned 
home.  When  Tony  reached  the  hospital,  the  doctor  had 
rushed  Tony’s  wife  into  the  labor  room,  saying  that  the  baby 
would  be  born  tonight.  Tony  was  happy  about  that. 

Tony  waited  for  his  wife  for  a number  of  hours,  then  decid- 
ed to  get  something  to  eat  at  the  hospital  cafeteria.  The 
doctor  had  indicated  to  Tony  that  the  birth  may  take  some 
hours  yet. 

After  he  finished  his  meal,  he  went  to  the  hospital  gift  shop 
to  see  if  there  was  something  he  could  get  for  his  wife.  While 
looking  for  the  gift,  his  eyes  rested  on  a box  of  cigars.  He 
thought  it  funny  for  a hospital  to  sell  cigars,  a known  cause  of 
cancer.  He  suspected  the  reason  tobacco  continued  to  be  sold 
was  because  of  peoples  reluctance  to  change  something  which 
worked.  Tobacco  companies  employed  people.  People  bought 
tobacco.  These  things  continued  to  happen  after  it  was  found 
that  tobacco  caused  cancer  and  other  harmful  diseases. 

Tony  read  the  words  which  were  printed  on  the  cigar  box. 
”It’s  a boy!”  the  cigars  said.  Tony  bought  the  cigars  along 
with  the  gift  he  had  chosen  for  his  wife. 

When  Tony  returned  to  his  wife,  he  found  her  still  in  the 
labor  room.  She  was  sitting  back  trying  to  keep  her  attention 
on  the  TV  above  her.  Everytime  she  would  begin  to  relax, 
another  contraction  would  creep  up  on  her  and  she  would 
tense  up  again. 

Dr.  Adams  tried  to  keep  his  attention  on  the  TV  in  front  of 
him.  He  wanted  to  keep  his  mind  off  his  experiment.  Every 
time  he  had  relaxed,  the  thought  of  his  experiment  would 
creep  into  his  mind  and  he  would  be  nervous  all  over  again. 
When  the  special  on  RDA  ended  he  turned  his  TV  off. 

Dr.  Struthers  glanced  at  his  watch  as  he  drove  home.  It 
was  nine  o’clock.  'The  special  he  had  been  interviewed  for  was 
over.  He  was  glad  about  that.  He  had  been  driving  about  for 
hours  trying  to  avoid  seeing  that  special. 

The  newsman  who  had  interviewed  him,  Struthers 
thought,  had  already  made  up  his  mind  on  what  his  findings 
should  be.  He  wanted  to  hear  bad  news.  No  one  actually  knew 
what  the  long  term  effects  of  RDA  were.  However,  the 
chemical  did  work  and  worked  well. 

“Why  is  everybody  so  hung  up  on  hearing  bad  news?” 
thought  Dr.  Struthers.  “Doesn’t  anybody  want  to  hear  good 
news  anymore?” 

Tony  impatiently  awaited  the  good  news  about  the  birth  of 
his  son.  He  was  thinking  positive.  He  was  thinking  positive 
because  that  philosophy  worked  for  him. 

He  waited  patiently  while  father  after  father  had  been  told 
of  his  new  baby.  He  had  waited  patiently  while  the  nurses 
and  doctors  rushed  to  and  fro  from  that  room.  Now  he  was 
getting  a little  impatient.  “Why  wouldn’t  time  pass  any 
faster?” 

“Why  won’t  time  pass  any  faster?”  thought  Dr.  Adams. 
There  were  still  a number  of  hours  left  before  he  could 
determine  if  his  experiment  was  a success.  He  decided  to 
return  to  his  laboratory.  He  wanted  to  be  there  if  the  chemi- 
cals became  life. 
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Tony  quickly  returned  from  the  bathroom.  He  wanted  to  be 
nearby  in  case  the  doctor  had  anything  to  tell  him.  Seconds 
later  the  doctor  appeared,  followed  by  numerous  machines 
and  nurses.  He  glanced  momentarily  at  Tony  as  he  passed. 
Tony  watched  the  doctor  expectantly  as  he  passed  by,  but 
relaxed  again  when  the  doctor  had  said  nothing. 

The  doctor  returned  within  a matter  of  minutes.  Tony 
stood  up. 

“It’s  a girl,”  the  doctor  stated,  “but  there  are  some  compli- 
cations. She  has  some  defects  in  her  heart.” 

“It  is  the  heartbeat  which  will  indicate  if  this  heap  of 
chemicals  is  to  become  life,”  thought  Dr.  Adams  as  he  leaned 
over  his  incubator. 

Mitosis  had  taken  place  and  many  cells  were  there  when  he 
returned  to  his  lab,  but  this  had  happened  in  his  other  experi- 
ments. Usually  the  cells  would  reproduce,  but  would  fail  to 
reproduce  in  the  right  manner.  It  was  the  heart  which  usually 
failed  first. 

Tony  was  told  by  the  doctor  later  that  his  little  girl’s  heart 
would  not  fail.  The  crisis  period  was  over.  She  was  resting  in 
an  incubator  now. 

His  little  girl  could  have  a normal  life,  the  doctor  had  said, 
but  they  would  have  to  be  careful  with  her.  Tony  was  happy 
about  that,  but  with  reservations. 


He  gave  his  wife  the  gift  he  had  bought  her  and  told  her  he 
was  glad  about  his  having  a baby  girl.  He  was  happy,  but  he 
needed  some  time  to  think  and  adjust  to  this  new  set  of 
circumstances.  He  went  for  a walk  in  a nearby  park. 

As  he  walked,  his  positive  attitude  renewed  itself.  He 
would  take  care  of  his  daughter.  Everything  was  going  to  be 
all  right.  He  sat  down  on  a bench.  He  was  feeling  much  more 
cheerful  now.  He  had  a feeling  of  well  being  which  he  wanted 
to  share  with  everybody.  He  decided  to  leave  his  new  cigars 
on  the  bench  for  someone  else  to  claim.  He  walked  back  to  the 
hospital  in  high  spirits. 

Dr.  Struthers  awaited  his  colleague  Dr.  Adams  in  high 
spirits.  Tucked  under  his  arm  was  a box  which  he  had  found 
on  his  morning  walk.  He  had  received  the  good  news  about 
Dr.  Adams  experiment  and  wanted  to  congratulate  him.  He 
was  happy  for  his  colleague. 

Dr.  Adams  was  happy  himself  as  he  returned  from  his  lab. 
His  experiment  had  worked!  When  he  reached  his  lab.  Dr. 
Adams  saw  his  colleague.  Dr.  Struthers  waiting  for  him.  Dr. 
Struthers  shoved  something  into  Dr.  Adams  hand. 

Dr.  Adams  stared  at  the  object.  It  was  a cigar.  Printed  on 
its  plastic  wrapper  was,  “It’s  a boy!” 


Whispering  Forest 
by  Tom  Hess 
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Harmony  and  Conflict 
by  Tai  C.  Pham 


generally,  all  human  beings  have  the  same  physical  struc- 
ture and  needs,  and  all  are  affected  by  the  same  rules  of 
nature.  However,  differences  between  geographical  areas 
and  diversities  in  development  have  contributed  to  build  up 
numerous  forms  of  world  civilization,  each  of  which  depends 
on  its  particular  environment.  In  this  article,  I would  like  to 
focus  on  two  different  cultures  that  I have  experienced  in  my 
life;  Vietnamese  and  American.  These  two  cultures  have 
some  basic  similarities  but  they  also  have  a lot  of  differences. 
And  although  there  are  many  things  to  discuss,  I just  want  to 
talk  about  the  three  problems  which  I CONSIDER  THE 
MOST  INTERESTING.  These  are  1)  the  beliefs  of  the  two 
countries,  2)  the  concept  of  the  social  behavior  of  each  coun- 
try's people  and  finally,  3)  the  personal  characteristics  and 
values  of  each. 


First,  the  religions  of  America  and  Viet  Nam  have  many 
differences.  Most  of  the  Americans  are  Christians  but  the 
majority  of  the  Vietnamese  are  Buddhists;  Christianity  is 
basically  an  active  religion  when  contrasted  to  passive 
Buddhism.  Whereas  the  American  believes  only  in  one  God 
who  is  the  creator  of  this  universe,  the  Vietnamese  have 
numerous  spirits  to  follow.  Moveover,  while  Westerners  like 
the  Americans  believe  in  and  are  proud  of  the  powerful  abili- 
ties of  the  human  being  and  the  advancement  of  science  to 
discover  and  conquer  the  world  gradually,  the  Vietnamese 
are  convinced  that  human  capacity  is  limited  before  a myster- 
ious and  immense  nature;  therefore  they  often  show  a humble 
attitude  toward  nature  and  always  seek  for  harmony 
between  man  and  nature.  Despite  these  differences,  both 
American  and  Vietnamese  have  no  doubt  about  an  immortal 
soul  which  exists  in  every  human  body.  Consequently,  they 
also  believe  in  an  eternal  life  after  death,  and  in  order  to  have 
happiness  in  that  life  one  must  always  observe  moral  prin- 
ciples while  he  is  alive. 


As  a result,  this  difference  in  belief  sometimes  leads  to 
varied  views  in  the  minds  of  both  Americans  and  Vietnamese 
on  the  subject  of  social  behavior.  Even  though  both  groups  of 
people  are  always  concerned  about  a better  conduct  in  social 
life  and  they  all  consider  humility,  honesty,  and  loyalty  as  the 
standards  for  their  behaviors,  they  still  apply  different  social 
codes  in  their  daily  lives.  For  instance,  social  etiquette  differs 
in  the  American  and  Vietnamese  cultures;  while  the  Americans 
often  display  their  feelings  in  public  by  hugging  or  greeting 
one  another  with  kisses,  the  Vietnamese  avoid  any  kind  of 
physical  contact  in  public  places,  especially  among  opposite 
sexes.  In  addition,  the  American  people  have  a strict  concept 
about  time  while  time  among  the  Vietnamese  is  very  flexible. 
Indeed,  few  Vietnamese  keep  their  appointments,  being  late 
even  up  to  ten  or  fifteen  minutes.  This  lapse,  which  could 
upset  Americans,  is  a common  thing  in  the  Vietnamese  way  of 
life.  Moreover,  while  being  prompt  to  dinner  invitations  is 
highly  stressed  in  the  American  world,  such  behavior  might 
be  interpreted  as  being  too  “greedy,"  or  too  enthusiastic  and 
is  usually  avoided  in  Vietnam.  It’s  also  true  that  Vietnamese 
visits  are  often  lengthy  and  unannounced  while  the  reverse  is 
true  for  the  American.  Another  interesting  thing  in  America 
is  the  “Dutch  treat,”  which  is  not  a Vietnamese  custom, 
unless  sharing  the  costs  are  made  clear  at  the  moment  of 
invitation.  Finally,  whereas  the  Americans  usually  call  every- 
one by  his  or  her  name  in  their  daily  conversations,  the  Viet- 
namese always  show  respect  to  their  elders  by  not  calling 
them  by  their  names  or  even  not  calling  their  children  by 
name  if  they  were  named  after  a dead  forefather. 

The  last  category  to  be  discussed  in  this  article  is  the 
different  views  on  the  ideas  of  personal  characteristics  and 
values  between  the  Americans  and  the  Vietnamese.  From  a 
value  system,  based  on  a combined  influence  of  Buddhism  and 
Confucianism,  the  typical  personal  characteristics  of  the 
Vietnamese  could  seem  contradictory  to  Americans.  Being 
modest  and  humble  is  a characteristic  of  the  Vietnamese 
when  compared  to  the  more  aggressive  and  direct  approach 
of  the  American.  For  instance,  a Vietnamese  often  declines 


to  accept  praise  because  of  modesty,  and  it  is  not  in  the  Viet- 
namese custom  to  demonstrate  knowledge,  skills,  and  posses- 
sions without  being  asked  to  do  so.  Whereas  Americans  don’t 
care  much  about  the  type  of  job  they  have,  Vietnamese  often 
look  down  upon  a manual  job  as  it  is  reserved  for  less  edu- 
cated people.  Furthermore,  while  a Vietnamese  seems  "loyal" 
to  his  employer,  an  American  isn’t  reluctant  to  change  jobs 
and  to  move  ahead.  It’s  true  that  in  Vietnam,  often  a Vietna- 
mese will  work  for  the  same  firm  or  same  employer  for  all  his 
life. 

To  summarize,  some  general  views  and  examples  about 
“harmony"  and  “conflict"  between  two  different  cultures, 
America  and  Vietnam  are  illustrated.  However,  we  judge 
which  one  is  better  but  we  have  to  see  each  culture  as  placed 
in  its  own  situation,  and  we  have  to  believe  that  the  common 
purpose  of  each  culture  is  always  the  development  of  human- 
ity and  the  happiness  of  all  human  beings.  Above  all,  we  can 
say  that  all  humankind  is  similar  in  one  sense  and  also  very 
different  in  another.  Therefore,  to  learn  and  to  understand 
another  culture  is  an  advantage  in  helping  people  know  each 
other  better. 


My  Guardian  An^cl 

by  Rose  Magdziarz 

“So  you  want  that  book  banned?" 

“Yes!" 

“Why?” 

"Because  it  can  corrupt  the  mind.  It’s  immoral.  If  any  of  our 
children  should  get  a hold  of  this  type  of  garbage  they  won’t 
be  able  to  function  as  normal  adults.  They  won’t  think  the 
right  way.” 

“You  read  that  book?" 

“Yes.  The  language  is  atrocious.  Why  1 learned  a few  new 
filthy  words  myself!" 

“You  read  those  words?" 

“Yes.” 

“Did  you  read  the  entire  book?" 

“Yes.  I had  to  read  the  whole  trashy  thing  in  order  to  give 
an  opinion  on  it." 

“Are  you  corrupt?” 

“Of  course  not.  I go  to  church  every  Sunday!" 

“Why  weren’t  you  affected  by  the  words  in  that  book?" 

“Because  I’m  an  adult.  I have  a mind  of  my  own." 

“Do  children  have  minds?" 

“Yes.  They  have  minds  that  must  be  guided.  They  must  be 
shielded." 

"Are  the  adults  who  read  pornography  immoral?" 

“Of  course  they  are.” 

“What  is  pornography?” 

“That  book  is  one  example." 

“And  people  who  read  pornography  are  immoral.” 

“Yes.” 

“You  read  that  book?" 

“1  didn’t  read  the  whole  book.” 

“If  you  didn’t  read  the  whole  book  then  how  do  you  know 
its  pornography?  You  did  say  that  you  did  read  the  entire 
book,  didn’t  you?" 

“Hmmmmm. . .’’ 

“You  did  read  that  book,  right?” 

“I’m  decent.  I was  horrified  when  I was  reading  that  book. 
That  book  is  not  fit  to  be  in  our  library." 

“What  horrified  you  so?” 

“The  language.” 

“Is  this  book  directed  to  children?" 

“I  should  hope  not!” 

"Is  it  intended  for  adults?" 


Prairie  Light  Review.  Page  Si 

“I  would  guess." 

“That  book  is  the  adult  section  of  the  library  not  the 
children’s  section.  Do  many  children  look  for  reading  material 
in  the  adult  section?"  “Other  people  could  read  this  book?" 

“Adults?" 

“Yes." 

“Do  adults  have  minds?" 

“Yes." 

“You  read  that  book  and  you  say  you  were  not  occupied  by 
it.  It  won’t  happen  to  other  adults.” 

“Yes,  it  will.  Pornography  like  that  book  corrupts  people.” 

“Why  are  you  out  here?” 

“To  protect  people.” 

“When  were  you  given  such  power?” 

“This  is  a Christian  country.  We  must  do  away  with  things 
that  do  not  live  up  to  the  Christian  ideal.  I was  born  with  this 
right  to  protect  the  minds  of  others  if  they  cannot  do  it  for 
themselves." 

“You  asked  for  a list  of  all  the  people  who  checked  out  the 
book.” 

“Yes.” 

“Why?” 

“To  know  the  type  of  people  we  are  dealing  with.” 

“They  are  immoral?” 

“Yes.  Those  people  who  have  read  that  book  have  probably 
read  other  books  or  articles  in  the  same  vein.” 

“Do  you  know  who  has  that  book  now?” 

“Yes.” 

“Whom?” 

“My  club  members  are  reading  a copy  of  it.” 

“They  will  become  immoral?” 

“Of  course  not!” 

“The  people  who  read  that  book  before  you  are  immoral 
and  you  want  to  protect  them  from  reading  material  such  as 
that,  but  those  people  reading  it  after  you  are  not  immoral, 
right?” 

“Yes.” 

“Why?” 

“I  know  them.” 


For  most  words,  there  is  a preferred  usage,  and  there  are 
also  many  other,  far  more  common  usages. 

George  A.  Whittington 


by  Gene  Sladek 


1 


The  play.  "Scott  Legacy  — The  Naming  of  Our  School," 
was  written  by  Roy  Grundy,  whose  expertise  regarding  the 
history  of  Du  Page  County,  particularly  the  City  of  Naper- 
ville, captures  the  charm  of  the  1800's.  The  following  portion 
of  that  play.  Act  II,  "Marriage  Without  A Courtship." 
depicts  a segment  in  the  lives  of  Willard  & Caroline  Scott. 
Photographs  were  procured  from  the  Chicago  Historical 
Society  and  the  Martin  Mitchell  Museum. 
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Caroline  said  she  didn’t  know  yet  Wilkr'd 
Pierce  Hawley: 

yoWhite  Eagle,  so  good  to  see  you  after  a fortnight.  How  are 
Willard: 

Good  to  see  you  sir.  I’ll  know  how  I feel  when  I hear  from 
your  lovely  daughter.  Caroline. 

Pierce: 

Caroline. 

Caroline: 

Willard  Scott! 

Willard: 

Yes 

Caroline: 

I’m  delighted  to  see  you  once  again.  I’ve  done  some  think- 
ing and . . . 

Willard: 

Yes 

Caroline: 

Is  yes  all  you  can  say? 

Willard: 

Yes,  and  that  is  all  you  need  to  say. 

Caroline; 

Yes. 

Willard; 

Wonderful.  The  Reverand  Isaac  Scarritt  is  here  with  me 
and  he  will  marry  us,  now.  I love  you  Caroline. 

Caroline: 

And  I love  you  too,  Willard. 

Willard: 

Rev.  Scarritt,  Mr.  Hawley,  Mr.  Halderman,  come  we  are  to 
be  married!  (They  all  gather  around  and  a simple  wedding 
ceremony  is  conducted.  Everyone,  two  couples  and  six  children 
come  out  of  the  cabin,  all  dressed  in  their  Sunday  best. 
Willard  looks  quizzically  at  Caroline  and  smiles  a knowing 
smile.  Willard  and  Caroline  walk  off  the  stage  to  the  right  as 
the  curtain  closes. 

Willard  and  Caroline  walk  slowly  from  right  to  left  in  front  of 
the  curtains.) 

Willard; 

Did  you  know  my  fifteen  year  old  sister  Permelia  will 
marry  John  Kinzie  Clark  in  five  days.  Maybe  we  should  have 
waited  and  had  a double  ring  ceremony. 

Caroline: 

I much  prefer  it  this  way,  Willard.  Are  we  near  our  cabin  at 
the  "Forks"? 

Willard: 

No  Caroline  we  have  ten  miles  to  walk. 

Caroline; 

What  ever  became  of  the  horses? 

Willard: 

Let’s  stop  just  ahead  at  that  clump  of  timber. 

(They  stop  and  Willard  throws  down  two  blanket  rolls  and 
with  outstretched  arms  says:) 

Willard: 

We  have  the  sky  for  our  ceiling  — the  stars  for  light  — the 
trees  for  our  shelter  and  the  ground  for  our  bed.  Tomorrow, 
Caroline,  we  will  be  back  at  our  cabin  and  soon  be  joined  by 
other  homesteaders  such  as  your  father’s  family  and  the 
Bailey  Hobsons.  We  are  to  be  happy  homesteaders,  with  our 
own  little  pod  on  the  prairie! 


"pens-  It  is  July  16, 

1829  at  Holderman’s  Grove,  26  miles  southwest  of  Naperville. 
(On  the  left  of  stage  is  the  Hawley-s  Cabin  from  the  right  side 
come  two  men  walking  along  side  three  horses.  The  shorter 
man  dressed  in  an  itinerent  minister’s  clothes  stops  behind  a 
big  bush.  The  tall  man  walks  to  the  cabin  with  two  horses 
Pierce  Hawley  comes  out  of  the  cabin  door  and  says 


Photo  courtesy  of  Martin  Michell  MuHcum. 
(Reproduction  from  Sepiu  Print  by  Al-I^ea 
Studio,  Wheaton) 


Photo  courtesy  of  Martin  MltcheH 
(Reproduction  from  Sepia  Print  by  Al-Les 
Studio,  Wheaton) 
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R.  Rawsthorne  Grundy 
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Blazing  F,orth 

“I  don’t  care  what  anybody  says, 

I will  do  it.” 

So  has  been 
the  Rise  or  Fall 
of  many,  many  a man. 

— Edward  Happel 


Prairie  Light  Review  welcomes  Poetry,  Short  Story.  Essay, 
Art  and  Photography. 

Submissions  may  be  sent  to  the  publication,  c/o  Courier 
Barn. 

Guidelines  are  as  follows: 

All  poetry,  short  story  or  essay  must  be  typewritten, 
doublespaced  and  be  accompanied  by  a cover  page  stating  name, 
address,  phone  and  title  of  work.  Short  stories  cannot  exceed  15 
double  spaced,  typewritten  pages. 

Art  (drawings)  cannot  exceed  2'x  2'  sized  sheet. 

Photography  requires  an  8"  x 10"  or  smaller  glossy  black 
and  white  photograph.  Color  photos  may  be  converted  into  a 
black  and  white  half-tone  upon  selection.  Photos  of  art  objects 
are  also  acceptable. 
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